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wishing  you  a  Merry 
C  h  r  i  s  t  m  a  s 


TO   ALL   OUR   LINK   FRIENDS 
AROUND  THE  WORLD: 

Greetings  at  Christmas,  1962!  We 
are  grateful  for  the  love  that  links 
our  hearts  together — the  love  that 
was  expressed  fully  in  the  life  of 
our  Lord  Jesus  Christ  who  was  born 
in  Bethlehem  and  died  upon  Cal- 
vary and  who  arose  again  at  Easter. 

Our  wish  for  you  is  found  in  the 
beautiful  words  of  Elizabeth  Stuart 
Phelps: 

In  the  pure  soul,  although  it  sing 

or  pray, 
The  Christ  is  born  anew  from  day 

to  day; 
The  life  that  knoweth  Him  shall 

bide   apart 
And  keep   eternal  Christmas   in 

the  heart. 

—A.  RAY  APPELQUIST,  Exec. 
Editor;  LAWRENCE  P.  FITZ 
GERALD,  Editor;  IRENE  MUR- 
RAY, Asst.  Editor;  ELEANOR 
McLean,  Editorial  Asst.;  ISABEL 
SENAR,  Circulation  Manager. 
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The  Greatest 

I  have  received  and  read  w^ith  interest  THE  LINK,  a  great,  little  magazine, 
since  coming  into  the  Navy  last  year.  In  my  estimation  it  is  the  greatest  publica- 
tion that  could  be  distributed  to  service  personnel.  Enclosed  is  a  check  for  $5.00. 
Please  send  a  one  year's  subscription  to  each  of  the  following  persons  (two  names 
given).  Thank  you  very  much  for  making  this  publication  possible  to  the  armed 
forces. 

—Jack  Latham,  USS  Cone,  Care  Fleet  Post  Office,  New  York,  N.Y. 

Send  THE  LINK  to  My  Wife 

I  would  like  to  have  your  magazine  sent  to  my  wife.  I  read  THE  LINK  every 
month  and  I  know  my  wife  would  enjoy  it. 

— A/2c  J.  D.  Flanigan,  Box  74,  719  A.C.  and  W.  Squadron,  APO  346, 
Seattle,  Washington. 

Appreciation  from  V.A. 

As  you  doubtless  know,  the  hospital  here  at  Outwood  Station,  Dawson  Springs, 
Ky.,  will  be  closed  very  shortly.  We  have  been  receiving  your  excellent  little 
magazine  for  some  time  at  no  cost  to  us,  for  which  we  are  extremely  grateful. 
.  .  .  We  are  closing  out  the  Chaplain's  Fund  and  I  feel  the  patients  who  contrib- 
uted to  it  would  like  for  me  to  send  you  a  small  token  of  appreciation  which 
could  be  used  to  furnish  the  magazine  at  some  other  point  of  need.  Am  enclosing 
check  for  $50.00  on  their  behalf. 

— Chaplain  George  W.  Filer,  VA  Hospital,  Outwood  Station, 
Dawson  Springs,  Ky. 
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Wishing 
you 

Christmas 


By  J.  Richard  Sneed 


DON'T  you  feel  the  quickening, 
pulsating  burst  of  Christmas 
glory  all  about  you? 

Brightly  here  in  the  darkest  part 
of  winter  our  short  days  are  lighted 
with  gleaming  Christmas  candles. 
Carols  fill  the  air.  People  are  friend- 
ly. Good  cheer  reigns  supreme. 

As  another  has  said,  "You  sudden- 
ly realize  that  you  are  in  tune  with 
'Station  X-M-A-S.' "  And  the  theme 
song  for  this  clear  channel,  all- 
frequency  station  is: 

Sing  we  all  merrily 

Christmas  is  here 
The  day  wo  love  the  best 

Of  the  days  of  the  year. 
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Good  cheer!  From  everywhere  its 
wave  lengths  beam  toward  us. 
Christmas  is  part  of  man's  protest 
against  sadness,  cynicism,  and  gloom. 
Yuletide  brings  a  sprightly,  gay, 
good  humor  which  does  so  much 
to  make  Hfe  wholly  hvable  again. 

Even  a  chronic  pessimist  (de- 
scribed as  one  who  is  seasick  his 
entire  life)  must  feel  himself  getting 
better  as  he  surrenders  to  the  joyous 
optimism  everywhere  about  him  dur- 
ing Christmas. 

Joy!  Great  Joy!  These  radiant 
cheerful,  optimistic  words  describe 
the  Christmas  miracle  which  returns 
to  us  each  December  25. 


Read  again  the  good  news  in 
Luke's  Gospel  concerning  the  birth 
of  Jesus.  The  announcement  featured 
a  choir  of  the  heavenly  host  and  a 
preacher  who  took  for  his  text  the 
word — joy.  The  annunciator  de- 
clared. 

Be  not  afraid;  for  behold,  I  bring  you 
good  news  of  a  great  joy  which  will 
come  to  all  the  people;  for  to  you  is 
born  this  day  in  the  city  of  David  a 
Savior,  who  is  Christ  the  Lord. 

What  a  striking,  divine  revelation 
of  hfe's  best  news;  man's  most  cheer- 
ful, optimistic  best.  Behold,  the 
Savior  has  come! 

So,  Hke  the  worshiping  Wise  Men, 
we  pay  our  allegiance  and  dedica- 
tion to  the  ideals  of  a  Magnificent 
Man  whose  heart  was  as  broad  as 
the  world — ^whose  life  is  as  new  as 
the  morning. 

TO  you,  then — wherever  you  are 
— ^A  Very  Merry  Christmas! 

Let  the  joyous  good  news  of  this 
happy  season  encourage  you  to  serv- 
ices in  behalf  of  others:  your  family, 
your  friends,  your  acquaintances. 
Why  be  a  reluctant  postscript,  or  a 
mere  afterthought,  to  the  whole 
radiant  spirit  of  Christmas? 

Early  last  December,  one  man 
who  utilizes  the  daily  services  of  his 
garage,  which  both  picks  up  and 
brings  his  car,  found  himself  on  the 
spot.  He  discovered  a  card  on  the 
seat,  reading,  "Merry  Christmas  from 
the  boys  at  the  garage."  He  expected 
to  recognize  them  in  some  way,  but 
in  the  fashion  of  his  usual  thought- 
lessness, he  forgot  them.  One  morn- 
ing, he  noticed  another  card  on  the 


wheel  which  said,  "Merry  Christmas 
from  the  boys  at  the  garage — Second 
Notice!" 

Some  people  apparently  not  only 
require  follow-ups,  but,  in  addition, 
are  found  to  be  noticeably  deficient 
in  their  manifestation  of  enthusiasm 
for  Christmas. 

One  Sunday  a  minister,  who  ad- 
vertised as  his  sermon  topic,  "The 
Joy  of  Christmas,"  spoke  so  dole- 
fully and  was  so  dismal  of  counte- 
nance that  someone  sent  him 
through  the  mail  the  following  week 
a  card  which  read:  Admission  to  the 
Embalmers  Union. 

Contagious  joy!  Vital  enthusiasm! 
Radiant  good  cheer!  Let  these  be 
evident  for  they  are  the  spirit  of 
Christmas.  Perhaps  there  is  truth  to 
the  statement  that  the  "optimist 
laughs  to  forget,"  but  certainly  even 
this  is  preferable  to  the  pessimist 
"who  forgets  to  laugh." 

Speaking  again  of  radio,  you  may 
remember  the  announcer  who  said, 
"Tune  in  tomorrow  night — same 
time,  same  station,  same  depressing 
news." 
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But  December  25,  attune  your 
own  listening  ears  to  "Station 
X-M-A-S."  Hear  the  surprising  good 
news  of  the  Savior's  birth.  Shout 
your  joy.  Add  your  own  "Gloria  in 
Excelsis  Deo!"  Synchronize  your  own 
smile  with  that  o£  others  and  beam 
it  to  brighten  every  other  counte- 
nance you  meet. 

Sing  now,  with  the  sons  of  men 
everywhere,  the  prophetic  burst  of 
poetry  which  reveals  the  greatest  of 
all  possible  good  news: 

Joy  to  the  world 

The  Lord  is  come 

Let  earth  receive  her  King! 

BEST  of  all,  in  Wishing  You  a 
Merry  Christmas,  we  think  of 
the  festive  time  in  your  household, 
in  your  family,  where  generation  is 
bound  to  generation  by  the  golden 
clasp  of  a  Golden  Day. 

Smoking  chimneys,  crowded  fes- 
tive boards,  and  joyous,  gleeful 
shouts  within  evidence  the  renewed 
bond  of  family  ties. 

Whether  it  be  in  the  exchange  of 
presents,  the  reading  of  Christmas 
cards,  or  the  crowding  around  the 
festive  board — all  these  enlist  the 
•  heightened  admonition  of  the  Saxon 
bard: 

At  Christmas,  play  and  make  cheer 
For  Christmas  comes  but  once  a  year! 

Children  literally  live  for  Christ- 
mas, just  as  you  did  in  your  child- 
hood. Remember  how  you  looked 
gleefully  365  days  ahead  to  the 
next  visit  of  Santa  Glaus?  One  boy 
with  vision  and  forethought,  who 
had  just  learned  to  write,  penned 


this  note:  "Dear  Aunt  Ruth,  I  want 
to  thank  you  for  all  the  gifts  you 
have  sent  me  in  the  past,  and  all 
you  intend  to  send  me  in  the  future. 
Love.  Eugene." 

If,  however,  children  look  forward 
almost  too  eagerly  to  the  next  Christ- 
mas, the  family  circle  detects  the 
oldsters  looking  backward.  Recol- 
lections of  childhood  Christmases 
become  particularly  vivid.  On 
Christmas  Eve,  after  the  light  of  the 
flickering  fire  has  gone  out,  even 
sleep  is  pleasantly  interrupted  by 
these  enchanting,  woven  dreams 
which  melt  the  years  with  magic  art. 
Strangely  surprised  themselves, 
Christmas  finds  these  oldsters  young 
again  in  heart. 

All  this,  of  course,  is  but  a  part 
of  the  warmth  of  family  affection 
binding  each  to  the  other  as  if  by 
a  golden  clasp  on  a  Golden  Day. 

Glorious  December  25!  Joy!  Great 
joy!  Thank  God  for  the  birth  of  the 
Babe  of  Bethlehem,  the  Christ  Child 
— the  Savior  of  the  world! 

He  that  once  in  a  manger  lay, 

Still  lives  in  the  hearts  of  men. 
The  world  is  keeping  His  Christmas 
Day 
As  the  Wise  Men  kept  it  then. 
Forever  the  heavens   shall  ring  with 
song 
And  ever  the  bells  shall  chime 
And  this  glorious  day  that  has  lived 
so  long 
Shall  live  to  the  end  of  time! 


The  best  of  all  gifts  around  any 
Christmas  tree:  the  presence  of  a  happy 
family  all  wrapped  up  in  each  other. 


What  Shan  I  Do  with  M^  IM 


By  Andrew  J.  Young 


ONE  of  the  incentives  for  early 
military  service  is  that  it  gives 
the  young  person  a  few  more  years 
before  he  has  to  face  the  inevitable 
question,  "What  shall  1  do  with  my 
life?"  Society  rushes  you  into  prepar- 
ing for  a  Hfework  and  makes  you 
give  at  least  provisional  decisions  at 
a  time  when  you  are  far  more  in- 
clined to  coast  along  and  enjoy  the 
scenery.  All  of  a  sudden  it's  gradua- 
tion day  and  you*re  thrown  out  into 
the  world  to  make  a  decision  in  a 
few  weeks  that  will  affect  the  rest 
of  your  life.  Now  military  service 
offers  a  few  years  reprieve  from  this 
dreaded  day  of  decision;  however,  if 
you're  not  careful,  it  may  only  help 
you  escape.  You  may  simply  decide 
there  are  certain  vocations  you  do 
NOT  want  to  enter  when  you  get  out 
of  the  service.  Perhaps  this  is  normal, 
for  after  all  you  have  been  growing 
during  these  years.  New  experiences 
and  new  ideas  mean  a  new  man. 
Nevertheless,  if  youVe  not  careful 
you're  just  as  confused  at  the  end  of 
your  hitch  as  you  were  at  the  begin- 
ning. Still,  whether  you  realize  it  or 
not,  you  are  a  lot  better  off  for 
you've  had  several  years  of  invalu- 
able experience. 


Our  Ever-changing  World 

All  of  life  is  an  attempt  to  deal 
with  the  question  of  vocation.  Con- 
trary to  popular  behef,  this  is  not  a 
question  that  can  ever  be  answered 
once  and  for  all  at  any  stage  in  the 
life  cycle.  Reports  by  the  Depart- 
ment of  Labor  list  over  forty  thou- 
sand job  titles  in  1960,  and  the  ever- 
expanding,  ever-changing  world  of 
automation  is  continually  making 
these  obsolete  and  creating  new 
ones. 

Daily,  factories  which  formerly 
employed  thousands  of  machinists 
and  electricians  in  the  building  of 
aircraft  are  being  closed  as  our  na- 
tional defense  structure  converts  to 
missiles  for  defense.  These  workers 
are  left  out  of  work  and  forced  to 
train  for  new  jobs  at  indeterminate 
stages  in  their  Kves.  It  doesn't  mattCT 
whether  they  are  ready  or  not.  They 
must  change.  The  plant  is  closed. 

The  same  might  be  said  for  white- 
collar  job  or  farm  workers.  No  one 
is  safe  in  this  changing  social  order. 
And  so  the  question  of  vocation  can- 
not be  considered  in  the  same  way 
that  Dad  considered  it  a  few 
generations  ago.  The  man  who 
chooses  a  job  is  bound  for  disap- 


Mr.   Young  is  associated  with  the  Southern   Christian  Leadership 
Conference,  Atlanta,  Ga. 
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pointment.  Rather  the  challenge  of 
this  era  is  to  prepare  for  a  way  of 
life. 

Finding  a  Way  of  Life 

Eric  Erickson,  a  Harvard  psychi- 
atrist who  has  done  research  in  how 
and  why  some  young  men  achieve 
significantly  while  others  of  equal 
intelligence  and  promise  fail,  has 
identified  four  phases  in  the  develop- 
ment into  manhood.  I  think  these 
will  contribute  to  om*  search  for  a 
meaningful  way  of  life.  They  are:  1. 
the  search  for  identity;  2.  the  strug- 
gle for  an  ideology;  3.  the  develop- 
ment of  integrity;  and  4.  the  cultiva- 
tion of  one's  generative  powers. 
These  categories  can  give  a  great 
deal  of  direction  to  this  process  of 
determining  a  way  of  life. 

1.  The  search  for  identity  is  the 
answer  to  the  question,  "Who  am 
I?"  It  includes  a  basic  inventory  of 
talents  and  seeks  to  determine 
specifically  how  these  talents  relate 
to  the  present-day  world  situation 
in  which  I  find  myself.  Am  I 
academically  inclined?  Do  I  work 
well  with  people?  Is  my  forte  more 
practical  work  with  tools?  Am  I  cap- 
able of  dealing  with  figures  and 
details? 

2.  The  struggle  for  an  ideology 
is  the  process  of  determining  the 
reason  for  my  being.  Every  person 
must  have  a  rationale  for  living.  If 
one  is  not  thought  out,  usually  it  is 
supplied  by  the  mass  advertising 
media  or  other  molders  of  public 
opinion. 

The  Christian  faith  offers  an 
ideology  that  has  proven  its  worth 
through  the  centuries.  In  its  simplest 


terms  it  says,  "I  hve  to  serve  God 
and  my  fellowman."  The  Christian 
hfe  is  a  Hfe  lived  for  others.  With 
this  ideological  starting  point,  you 
are  free  to  choose  how  you  might 
best  serve  others. 

As  Christians  we  assume  that  God 
has  created  us  as  purposeful  human 
beings.  He  has  placed  us  on  this 
earth  to  be  partners  with  Him  in 
establishing  a  kingdom  where  men 
might  live  together  in  harmony  with 
one  another  and  with  Him. 

3.  The  development  of  integrity 
is  simply  "sticking  by  your  guns." 
As  you  begin  to  discover  who  you 
are,  what  your  talents  are,  and  just 
how  you  feel  that  these  talents  ought 
to  be  put  to  use,  there  will  be  other 
forces  with  alternative  ideas.  It  may 
start  in  the  family,  with  a  parent  or 
mate  that  has  some  lofty  notion 
about  what  you  ought  to  do  or  to 
be  which  is  based  more  on  their  own 
frustrated  ambitions  than  on  your 
interests  or  abilities.  It  could  be  the 
temptations  of  the  world  which  en- 
courage you  to  choose  your  life  on 
the  basis  of  the  most  immediate 
financial  gain  or  public  acclaim. 
There  will  be  many  things  which 
attempt  to  lure  you  from  your  goal, 
but  you  must  learn  to  be  true  to 
the  God-given  identity  and  purpose 
which  is  yours.  In  other  words,  your 
direction  must  be  decided  within 
yourself  rather  than  by  outside  in- 
fluence. 

4.  "The  cultivation  of  generative 
powers"  is  just  a  fancy  way  of  say- 
ing that  you  have  to  learn  to  p:et  a 
job  done.  You  must  put  your  talents 
to  work  in  some  definite  area  of  life. 
You  must  produce.  This  is  an  ac- 


quired  trait.  No  one  comes  here  with 
the  natural  knack  for  producing. 
Rather  you  learn  it  gradually  from 
childhood.  You  learn  to  sweep  a 
floor,  or  to  drive  a  car,  or  to  build 
a  model  plane.  Then  you  learn  to 
read  and  write,  to  communicate 
ideas,  to  lead  people,  or  to  repair 
malfunctioning  parts  of  the  body  or 
of  machines.  You  learn  certain  skills. 

In  the  process  of  following  these 
steps,  one  seems  to  evolve  into  one's 
lifework.  The  opportunities  which 
are  presented  for  development  of 
talents  and  formulation  of  an 
ideology  determine  where  you  are 
at  a  given  time  and  just  what  is 
realistically  available  as  a  paying 
job.  If  you  can  resist  the  temptation 
to  alter  the  course  of  your  life 
against  the  pressures  from  without 
and  get  the  job  done  which  is  at 
hand,  the  way  begins  to  open  up 
for  new  tasks  and  opportunities.  No 
matter  what  your  field  of  interest, 
there  will  always  be  a  demand  for  a 
man  who  can  do  a  job  well. 

Another  aspect  of  this  question, 
however,  is  what  happens  when  I 
am  not  at  work.  In  any  job  there  is  a 
certain  amount  of  frustration.  Even 
playing  basketball  or  golf  gets  to  be 
work  if  you  have  to  do  it  for  a  living. 
Also,  we  are  not  always  able  to  find 
a  job  which  is  in  itself  personally 
fulfilling.  There  is  so  much  routine 
work  in  life  which  must  be  ac- 
complished by  someone  that  our 
meaning  and  purpose  in  life  may 
have  to  be  realized  in  our  leisure 
time  or  as  a  by-product  of  the  job. 

There  are  a  host  of  political  and 
civic  responsibilities  which  must  be 
done  by  volunteers.  These  are  neces- 


sities to  our  way  of  life,  and  many 
people  who  find  sitting  beside  an 
IBM  computer  or  a  machine  on  an 
assembly  line  unrewarding  can  do 
a  great  service  to  others  in  their 
spare  time. 

Call  for  Obedience 

The  Christian  life  requires  that  a 
person  five  in  obedience  full  time. 
On  the  job  there  are  certain  personal 
concerns  for  others  which  are  de- 
manded of  the  Christian.  He  is  his 
brother's  keeper,  at  work  and  in  the 
neighborhood.  Anyone  who  works  in 
an  oflBce  or  factory  with  other  people 
realizes  that  when  the  rapport  and 
morale  of  the  group  are  high,  the 
amount  of  work  accomplished  is 
much  greater. 

Booker  T.  Washington  advised 
Negroes  some  generations  ago  to 
"cast  down  your  buckets  where  you 
are."  This  still  is  good  advice, 
especially  in  an  age  where  the 
tendency  is  to  shoot  for  the  moon. 
This  does  not  mean  that  you  should 
not  aspire  any  higher,  but  it  does 
mean  that  God  has  given  you  a 
situation  in  which  to  grow  and  to 
serve.  Serve  and  grow  faithfully 
utilizing  the  talent  you  were  given 
and  great  will  be  your  reward,  both 
on  earth  and  in  heaven.  ■  ■ 

Seminar  in  Japan 

Last  July  more  than  ninety 
young  people  took  part  in  the  second 
seminar  held  in  Japan  on  Marriage 
and  Family  Life.  The  conference 
was  sponsored  by  the  National  Chris- 
tian Council  of  Japan  and  was  held 
at  Naka  Karuizawa. 
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By  Paul  K.  McAfee 


Three  refugees  and  an  American  soldier  attempt  a  border 
crossing  into  West  Germany  on  a  snowy  night  in  December  . 


IT  was  about  0200  hours  and  snow- 
ing hard  when  I  crossed  the 
border.  Dressed  in  a  gray  wool  suit, 
a  gray  overcoat  and  traveHng  Hght, 
I  crawled  to  the  fence.  The  VOPO 
(East  German)  guards  had  patrolled 
here  but  a  few  minutes  ago.  This 
section  did  not  use  dogs  and  Intel- 
ligence had  informed  us  that  the 
area  was  not  mined. 

The  patrol  passed  again  and  I 
scurried  through  the  fence,  clipping 
the  two  bottom  wires  gently,  holding 
the  loose  ends,  and  scooting  through. 
I  twisted  the  wires  back  together 
and  crawled  across  the  plowed  strip, 
now  hard  frozen  and  snow  covered. 
My  knees  protested  and  so  did  my 
nerves. 

I  came  to  the  opposite  fence. 
There  was  only  limited  time  left 
before  the  patrol  would  return.  The 
heavily  falling  snow  covered  my 
tracks  almost  as  fast  as  they  were 
made. 


Through  the  last  wires  and  crawl- 
ing across  the  area  cleared  back 
from  the  fence,  I  heard  the  patrol 
coming  back.  Ahead  of  me  was  a 
stump,  fire-blackened  from  the  burn- 
ing of  the  cleared  space.  And  I  was 
in  the  open!  I  snaked  to  the  stump 
and  huddled  back  of  it,  and  thought 
back  upon  the  reason  for  my  being 
here.  .  .  . 

I  received  my  assignment  from 
the  Colonel  and,  while  I  did  not 
question  it  audibly,  I  did  so  mental- 

ly. 

He  said,  "Go  in  and  bring  them 
out.  It  is  five  days  until  Christmas. 
I  want  them  here  by  Christmas  Day. 
I  know  the  weather  is  bad  and,  if 
possible,  the  terrain  is  worse.  But, 
Sergeant,  this  may  be  the  only 
chance  we  have  of  getting  them  over 
the  border.  It  has  to  be  done  now. 
They  are  very  important  to  the 
West." 

Put  that  way,  what  argument  is 
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there?  Even  if  you  could  argue  with 
the  Old  Man.  The  people  he  re- 
ferred to  were  Dr.  Hans  Engelhardt, 
a  nuclear  physicist,  and  his  wife, 
Mara.  They  were  sort  of  a  team,  hke 
the  Curies  of  a  few  decades  back. 
Engelhardt  had  decided  abruptly 
that  the  ideals  of  communism  were 
somewhat  less  than  ideal.  His  wife 
would  have  come  out  long  ago,  had 
he  been  willing.  A  message  had  fil- 
tered through  that  they  were  ready 
and  a  meeting  place  was  arranged. 

And  I  got  the  assignment. 

Suffice  it  to  say  that  I  belong  to 
a  group  of  "specialists"  that  spe- 
cialize in  border  jumping  for  various 
reasons.  The  man  and  his  wife  were 
not  in  Berlin.  If  they  had  been,  it 
might  have  been  easier.  But  instead 
they  were  in  a  little  town  in  East 
Germany,  near  the  border,  not  far 
from  the  town  where  my  headquar- 
ters were  located. 


My  Commanding  Officer  proposed 
I  go  in,  contact  them  and  bring  them 
out  the  way  I  went  in.  It  sounded 
easy — but  we  both  knew  better.  A 
man  could  lose  his  hfe  along  this 
strip  of  border,  without  half  trying! 

And  here  I  was,  pinned  down  in 
the  middle  of  that  cleared  area, 
while  opposite  me,  just  beyond  the 
stump,  were  two  armed  border 
guards,  talking  in  low,  guttural  tones, 
and  flashing  large-celled  flashlight 
beams  around.  I  was  armed  with  a 
side  arm,  but  I  did  not  even  con- 
sider it.  I  froze!  I  didn't  even 
breathe!  I  recalled  that  I  had  failed 
to  repair  the  last  break  I  had  made 
in  the  fence.  My  heart  beat  rapidly 
and  heavily,  dreading  the  alarm  that 
was  sure  to  come.  They  would  dis- 
cover me  in  a  minute  if  they  really 
searched  the  area. 

Then  I  sighed  in  relief.  They 
moved    on    and    out    of    sight.     I 
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waited  and  then  rose,  weakly,  and 
went  back  and  repaired  the  break 
in  the  fence.  In  a  few  moments  I 
had  eased  across  the  border  clearing 
and  was  sheltered  ia  a  thick  stand  of 
pines. 

A  map  had  shown  a  small  road 
parallehng  the  farther  edge  of  the 
trees,  and  that  road  led  into  another, 
which  went  into  the  village  where 
the  Engelhardts  waited.  I  moved 
out  to  find  the  road. 

I  ARRIVED  at  the  village  as  dawn 
teased  back  the  night.  Before 
full  light  I  was  hidden  in  a  small, 
abandoned  bam,  on  the  village  out- 
skirts. At  least  it  looked  abandoned 
— and  I  hoped  it  was. 

The  day  passed  slowly.  I  slept  the 
morning  away,  burrowed  deeply 
under  some  moldy  hay.  The  bam 
was  cold  but  I  was  fairly  com- 
fortable, being  dressed  for  the 
weather,  and  my  nest  enclosing  my 
body  heat.  I  awakened  abruptly  at 
noon  as  voices  sounded  outside  the 
small  building.  My  German  is  ex- 
cellent, and  it  did  not  help  my  peace 
of  mind  to  learn  that  the  village  was 
being  searched  for  someone  who  had 
slipped  through  the  border  during 
the  night.  No  doubt  a  corruptible 
American  spy,  coming  through  from 
West  Germany.  I  expected  them  to 
search  the  barn,  and  I  lay  tensed. 

The  door  squealed  as  it  was 
opened.  Someone  stepped  cautiously 
inside.  But  voices  called  from  with- 
out and  the  searcher  left,  after  an 
apparently  hurried  survey  of  the 
dusky  interior. 

There  were  no  more  intrusions 
during  the  day  and  at  dark  I  crept 


forth.  I  knew  the  location  of  the 
house  I  wished  to  find.  The  informa- 
tion had  been  on  an  overlay  back  at 
headquarters. 

Dressed  in  the  gray,  nondescript 
German-made  clothes,  a  hat  whose 
brim  came  low  over  my  face,  un- 
shaven and  untidy,  I  ventured  forth 
on  the  street.  I  hunched  my  shoul- 
ders and  shuffled  my  feet  as  though 
old  and  worn-out  with  the  burdens 
of  the  world.  There  were  but  few 
people  on  the  streets,  and  those  I 
did  meet  gave  me  no  second  glance. 

I  located  the  house  and  knocked 
at  the  front  door.  It  was  a  small 
rectory,  sitting  beside  a  church.  The 
man  who  opened  the  door  was  a 
stocky,  red-faced  German,  dressed 
in  clerical  garb.  Previous  contact 
had  arranged  for  an  identifying  sig- 
nal-phrase and  interlocking  answer. 
I  gave  my  part  of  the  countersign 
and  his  eyes  widened.  He  responded 
and  I  knew  I  was  at  the  right  place. 
He  opened  the  door  wider  and  I  slid 
in. 

He  led  me  down  a  chilly  hallway 
and  then  into  a  book-lined  study. 
There  was  a  small,  economical  fire 
in  the  fireplace,  and  before  it  stood 
a  tall,  pale  featmred  man,  and  a 
woman. 

The  old  man  introduced  them  and 
I  said,  "I  am  your  guide."  They 
nodded.  "We  will  leave  here  to- 
morrow night  at  2200  hours."  I  in- 
formed them  that  we  would  not  be 
able  to  return  by  the  same  route  I 
had  used  entering  the  eastern  zone. 

"We  know,"  the  woman  replied, 
"the  village  was  searched  for  you 
today." 

The  pastor  spoke  then,  his  face 


13 


thoughtful.  "There  is  an  old,  aban- 
doned road,  seldomed  traveled,  that 
used  to  cross  the  border  several 
miles  from  here.  Perhaps  we  can  go 
that  way."  I  noticed  that  "we"  part 
of  his  conversation,  but  made  no 
comment.  My  orders  had  said  noth- 
ing about  bringing  out  three  people, 
only  two. 

He  produced  a  map  and  I  saw 
that  the  old  road  might  be  the  an- 
swer, rather  than  taking  a  chance  on 
an  unmapped  route. 

"Father  is  going  with  us,"  the 
woman  said.  The  tall  man  was 
Engelhardt,  her  husband.  So  the  old 
clergyman  was  her  father. 

"The  plans  called  for  only  two — 
you  and  your  husband." 

"My  father  will  be  endangered  by 
our  having  been  here.  He  must 
come  with  us."  There  was  a  grim 
finality  in  her  tones. 

I  nodded,  seeing  the  uselessness 
of  arguing  with  her.  One  more 
would  slow  us  down — especially 
since  he  was  elderly.  But  he  was  to 
go,  so  I  accepted  the  fact. 

We  discussed  plans  until  late, 
making  sure  all  points  were  clearly 
understood.  Then  we  settled  down 
for  the  night.  A  bed  was  made  for 
me  on  a  low  couch,  piled  with  soft 
blankets.  It  was  a  relief  to  relax  in 
such  comfort  after  what  had  seemed 
an  eternity  in  the  old,  frigid  bam. 

THE  next  day  passed  on  leaden 
feet,  slowly  and  uneventfully. 
Uneventfully,  except  that  again  the 
village  was  under  surveillance.  Mem- 
bers of  the  East  Zone  police  pa- 
trolled the  streets  and  poked  into 
out-of-the-way  places.  They  searched 
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houses  on  surprise  moves,  but  noth- 
ing came  of  it,  and  none  bothered 
the  rectory.  I  lay  hidden  most  of 
the  day  in  a  small,  smothering 
closet  back  of  a  shelf  of  books,  and 
came  out  only  when  they  moved  on 
to  another  section  of  the  village. 

It  began  snowing  in  the  late  after- 
noon. It  seemed  to  snow  as  it  had 
never  snowed  before.  At  midnight 
it  ceased.  The  clouds  moved  away 
and  a  full  moon  shown.  The  village 
and  the  fields  about  it  were  as  light 
as  a  well-illuminated  stage.  Neither 
man  nor  animal  could  move  out  of 
the  village  without  being  seen  for 
miles  from  any  of  several  elevated 
guard  posts  in  the  area!  We  post- 
poned leaving  until  the  following 
night. 

The  next  day  clouds  moved  in  and 
it  snowed  again.  But  this  time,  when 
night  came  on,  the  cloud  cover  re- 
mained solid.  It  if  held  steady  it 
would  be  dark  enough  for  us  to 
move  out.  I  counted  the  days.  One 
day  to  come  in  and  hide:  the  second 
and  third  day  in  the  rectory;  this 
was  the  day  before  Christmas. 

We  left  the  rectory  at  2200  hours. 
The  pastor  had  somehow  arranged 
for  a  sleigh,  drawn  by  a  white  horse, 
heavy-footed  and  docile. 

"We  can  get  to  within  a  mile  of 
the  border,"  the  pastor  informed 
me.  "And  this  animal  will  return  to 
his  barn  like  a  homing  pigeon." 
There  was  hay  on  the  sleigh,  so  in 
spite  of  an  increasing  cold,  and  a 
moderate  snowfall,  we  were  not  un- 
comfortable. 

Midnight  was  approaching  when 
the  pastor  turned  the  horse  around, 
slapped   it   on   the   rump,    and  we 


stood  and  watched  it  disappear  into 
the  snow-shrouded  darkness.  The 
border  lay  a  little  more  than  a  mile 
away.  The  abandoned  road  led  to 
it  and  was  closed  o£F  from  the  West 
by  a  double  line  of  fence. 

With  the  others  trailing  me,  we 
set  out  on  the  journey  which,  al- 
though only  a  mile,  seemed  an  in- 
determinable distance.  The  snow, 
undisturbed  here,  was  quite  deep  in 
places.  It  made  for  slow  progress, 
but  we  moved  on. 

When  the  pastor  indicated  the 
border  was  close,  I  left  them  in  a 
dark  clump  of  pines;  cautioning 
them  to  absolute  silence.  I  ap- 
proached the  border,  slipping  to 
within  fifty  feet  of  the  fence.  I 
could  just  see  the  posts  standing 
like  ghost  sentinels  in  the  night. 

This  point  might  be  under  lighter 
surveillance.  But  I  would  take  no 
chances.  I  waited  for  the  usual 
twenty  minutes,  crouched  tmcom- 
fortably  under  a  low  bush.  I  heard 
their  voices  and  then  two  armed 
VOPO  guards  walked  the  fence  line. 
I  waited  and  timed  them.  They  were 
patroUing  at  irregular  intervals  to- 
night, for  they  returned  in  fifteen 
minutes.  I  went  back  to  the  others, 
trying  to  arrive  at  the  best  way  to 
evade  the  guards. 

"We  will  get  as  near  the  fence  as 
possible,**  I  explained.  "When  the 
guards  pass,  I  will  go  out  and  clip 
the  wires.  This  sector  is  not  electri- 
fied. You  must  follow  me  immediate- 
ly, for  they  might  hear  the  wire  be- 
ing cut  and  return — they  will  still 
be  very  near.**  They  all  nodded  their 
understanding. 

Concealing  them  in  a  dense  stand 


of  pine  at  the  edge  of  the  cleared 
strip,  I  crawled  to  my  former  hid- 
ing place  near  the  fence  and  waited. 

The  guards  passed  again  and  as 
soon  as  they  disappeared  in  the 
snowy  darkness,  I  stood  and  waved 
to  my  companions,  then  turned  and 
ran  to  the  fence. 

As  I  clipped  the  wires,  the  soimd 
of  the  cut  "zinging"  through  the 
night,  they  crowded  about  me. 

Mara  crouched  and  scurried 
through  the  hole  and  Hans  bent  to 
follow. 

There  was  a  shout  and  out  of  the 
darkness  plunged  the  two  guards, 
one  firing  as  he  ran  toward  us.  The 
other  ran  on  toward  us,  to  get  in 
close  where  his  automatic  rifle 
could  do  its  destruction.  They  had 
heard  us! 

"Run!"  I  yelled  to  Mara  and 
shoved  Hans  through  the  break.  I 
turned  to  grab  the  old  pastor  and  a 
chill  ran  through  me  not  induced 
by  the  weather!  The  old  man  had 
dropped  his  bundle  and  was  ad- 
vancing toward  the  nearest  VOPO. 
Before  the  guard  could  fire,  the  old 
man  grappled  with  him  and  the  two 
fell,  floundering  in  the  deep  snow. 

I  grabbed  for  my  gun  and  felt  it 
slip  from  my  chilled  hands  into 
the  snow.  I  turned  and  desperately 
threw  myself  at  the  guard  who  took 
a  stand  to  fire.  I  hit  him  low  and 
we  went  into  the  snow.  Swinging 
blindly,  I  judo-chopped  him  across 
the  throat  and  he  went  limp.  Lung- 
ing to  my  feet  I  saw  the  old  pastor 
struggling  to  rise  and  the  guard 
standing  over  him,  gun  leveled.  I 
threw  myself  at  the  guard,  yelling, 
but  the  gun  spoke  and  the  old  man 
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slumped  with  a  tremendous  groan. 

As  he  fell,  something  a  chaplain 
had  one  time  quoted  ran  through 
my  mind  like  a  flash.  Greater  love 
has  no  man  than  this,  that  a  man 
lay  down  his  life  for  his  friends.  The 
guard  was  crouched,  swinging  his 
gun  toward  me.  But  I  was  upon  him. 
I  slapped  the  gun  aside,  its  rough 
cough  flaming  into  the  air.  I  reached 
him  with  one  wild,  lucky,  desperate 
blow,  and  he  went  down. 

As  I  bent  over  the  old  man,  Hans 
appeared  out  of  the  night  beside 
me.  We  raised  him  to  my  shoulders 
and  were  through  the  break  in  the 
fence  in  a  moment.  Minutes  later 
I  cut  the  last  wire  of  the  opposite 
barrier  and  West  Germany  was  un- 
der our  feet! 

At  a  safe  distance  I  lowered  the 
inert  body,  from  my  back  and  knelt, 
feeling  for  hfe.  There  was  none.  I 
stood  up,  tired,  washed  out.  I  shook 
my  head  and  Mara  turned  and  bur- 
ied her  face  in  Hans'  shoulder,  weep- 
ing silently  and  helplessly. 

Finally  she  quieted  and  knelt  be- 
side her  father.  She  cuddled  the 
white  head  to  her  breast  and  lifted 
her  face  to  me,  tears  in  her  voice. 

"It's — it's  Christmas  Day  now, 
isn't  it?"  I  nodded,  wondering  what 
she  was  getting  at.  She  sighed,  a 
sound  coming  from  an  infinite  sad- 
ness. 

"I'll  miss  him  so.  All  my  life  he  has 
given  me  a  gift  at  Christmas.  Not 
just  another  Christmas  gift — but 
something  always  different,  always 
unique.  It  was  a  ritual  between  us. 
And  the  gift  always  was  precious 
to  me,  a  symbol  of  our  love  and  af- 
fection." Her  voice  broke   and  she 


sobbed  quietly,  bending  over  the 
body  in  the  snow.  Hans  knelt  and 
embraced  her,  holding  her  to  him 
with  tenderness. 

Now  .  .  .  I'm  only  a  sergeant  in 
the  United  States  Araiy.  I've  been  in 
it  for  seventeen  years  and  hope  to 
last  out  my  thirty.  It  is  essentially 
a  man's  world,  and  there  is  little 
opportunity  to  develop  the  gift  of 
saying  the  right  words  at  the  right 
time,  tender  words  .  .  .  consoling 
words.  But  I  knew  something  had 
to  be  said,  so  I  tried,  awkardly  .  .  . 
stumbling. 

"He  gave  you  a  gift,  Mrs.  Engel- 
hardt." 

She  looked  up  at  me  blankly. 
"What?" 

"He  gave  you  a  gift  no  gold 
could  ever  buy,  one  he  wanted  more 
than  anything  else  in  the  world  for 
you  to  have.  He  gave  it  out  of  love 
and  wilHngly  paid  with  his  life  for 
it." 

"I'm  sorry  ...  I  can't  understand. 
What  gift?" 

"Freedom,  ma-am,  freedom.  The 
greatest  gift  any  person  could  ever 
give  another."  She  looked  at  me  for 
a  long  time,  and  then  nodded  slow- 
ly. Hans  lowered  the  body  to  the 
snow  and  they  arose.  I  assured  them 
that  he  would  be  all  right  where  he 
was  until  I  could  send  someone  back 
for  him. 

Then  we  started  out  through  the 
early  morning  darkness  and  snow. 
In  a  few  hours  we  would  be  at  my 
headquarters,  where  there  was 
warmth,  food,  safety — and  for  them, 
the  wonderful  beginning  of  a  new 
life! 


17 


Wong  Mok  Cheung,  adoptee  of  USS  Midway,  with  his  classmates  and  three 
teachers  from  the  Perfect  Virtue  School  in  Hong  Kong  while  on  a  tour 
of  the  aircraft  carrier  when  it  was  visiting  in  Hong  Kong  harbor. 
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By  Richard  R.  Potter 


AN  army  barracks  on  a  Saturday 
night  can  be  as  silent  as  a 
morgue,  and  just  as  depressive. 
Especially  is  this  so  when  all  the 
guys  are  out  on  the  town  and  a 
fellow  who  didn't  want  to  go  is  left 
sitting  on  the  edge  of  his  bunk. 

Now  there's  nothing  wrong  with 
having  fun  and  taking  oflF  to  see  the 
town.  One  can  go  overboard  on  this 
matter  of  "holier-than-thou."  But  the 
point  we  want  to  make  is  that  things 
can  get  pretty  tough  for  a  soldier 
who's  holding  on  to  his  moral  con- 
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victions.  Take  some  of  the  stories 
you  hear  about  Japan,  for  instance. 
You'd  think  no  matter  how  honorable 
and  clean  a  fellow  started  out  sooner 
or  later  he  would  get  besmirched 
by  the  dirt  that  smears  them  all. 
Or  take  the  letter  I  got  from  Korea. 
It  was  written  by  one  of  the  young 
men  of  my  congregation,  a  college 
man  getting  in  his  military  service. 
In  it  he  said  this:  "The  major  prob- 
lem is  the  village  and  most  men  end 
up  going  there  when  work  is  done 
to  capitalize  on  the  cheap  girls  and 


WHAT  DO  YOU  THINK? 

Does  this  article  strike  fire  with  you?  Is  there  something  here  worth 
following  up?  Have  you  got  any  "lights  in  the  night"  that  compare  with 
these  in  the  article?  Can  you  furnish  us  with  pictures  of  good  deeds  being 
done  by  military  personnel  in  the  various  countries  of  the  world?  (Pictures 
show  sample  projects.)  The  editor  of  THE  LINK  would  be  glad  to  hear 
from  you.  A  special  committee  of  The  General  Commission  is  studying  this 
matter  and  trying  to  find  what  can  be  done  to  help  "God's  7,000."  With 
your  help  this  seven  may  become  seventy  times  seven  and  God's  great 
kingdom  come  on  earth.  What  do  you  think? 


easy  morals."  Now  this  is  the  sort  of 
thing  you  hear  again  and  again  and 
the  idea  gets  around  that  saints  are 
pretty  scarce  commodities  among 
servicemen  overseas. 

Sometimes  a  moral-minded  man 
even  gets  to  feeling  like  a  martyr.  He 
gets  the  Ehjah  complex  and  begins 
to  feel  that  he  only  is  faithful.  Every- 
body else  has  given  in  or  quit.  It's 
then  he  needs  to  remember  what 
God  said  to  EHjah:  "I  have  seven 
thousand  in  Israel  who  have  not 
bowed  their  knees  to  Baal."  Surely 
it  is  so.  God  always  has  his  seven 
thousand. 

Those  outside  the  military  need  to 
be  reminded  of  this  too.  Much  is 
heard  and  read  about  all  that's 
wrong  in  and  around  miHtary  camps. 
Desperate  words  of  caution  about 
the  evils  of  the  service  are  sounded 
on  every  hand.  Is  there  not  some 
voice  of  encouragement  that  can  be 
uttered?  Does  not  God  somewhere 
have  his  seven  thousand  who  shine 
like  lights  in  the  night?  Indeed  he 
does. 


Lights  in  the   Night 

Not  everyone  hides  his  candle 
under  a  bushel.  Here  are  some  whose 
lights  are  on  lampstands.  No  doubt 
there  are  hundreds,  perhaps  thou- 
sands, like  them.  These  ten  will  do 
for  starters. 

1.  The  John  Glenn  Story.  Who  ex- 
pected a  Marine  heutenant  colonel 
to  make  what  may  well  become  the 
most  powerful  impact  for  Christ  of 
any  layman  of  our  day?  Certainly 
his  story  has  gone  to  the  ends  of  the 
earth  and  with  it  the  strong,  simple 
testimony  of  Christian  faith. 

2.  "Operation  Centurion."  Out  of 
the  Pentagon  itself  comes  this  proj- 
ect of  the  Protestant  Men  of  the 
Chapel  to  raise  $100,000  for  scholar- 
ships at  Tokyo  Union  Theological 
Seminary.  These  high  ranking  oflS- 
cers  and  GI's  around  the  world  are 
mission-minded.  They  want  to  send 
missionaries,  not  missiles,  to  the 
world. 

3.  "There's  a  lad  here."  Like  the 
loaves  and  fishes,  the  idea  that 
Bobby  Hill,  thirteen-year-old  son  of 


19 


an  Air  Force  sergeant,  had  about 
helping  Albert  Schweitzer  in  his 
African  hospital  was  multiplied 
manyfold.  Started  by  this  overseas 
dependent  in  Naples,  Italy,  it  ended 
with  the  Air  Force  delivering  the 
teen-age  Negro  boy  and  $40,000 
worth  of  medicine  to  the  famous 
mission  in  French  Equatorial  Africa. 

4.  "Seeing  a  Different  Korea"  was 
the  title  given  a  feature  article  in 
the  Pacific  Stars  and  Stripes  telHng 
about  a  group  of  thirty-five  men  from 
the  First  Cavalry  Division  who 
visited  Taejon,  Korea,  for  the  pur- 
pose of  observing  mission  work  being 
done  by  Presbyterians,  Methodists 
and  Baptists.  Set  up  by  Chaplain 
William  R.  Floyd  and  missionary 
Keith  Crim,  this  get-acquainted  visit 
is  typical  of  hundreds  of  mission- 
military  contacts. 

5.  "From  the  Shores  of  Tripoli." 
At  the  Wheelus  Air  Base,  Libya,  the 
World-wide  Communion  Sunday 
offering  of  $518.60  went  to  aid 
"refugee"  Congo  missionaries.  Year 
before  last  when  I  was  there.  Chap- 
lain Spencer  D.  McQueen  and  the 
people  of  the  Protestant  Chapel  were 
helping  support  missionary  work 
among  the  Arabs.  Does  anybody 
know  how  much  missionary  work 
these  chapels  do? 

6.  "Forasmuch  as  ye  have  done  it 
unto.  .  .  ."  From  Evreux,  France, 
where  the  Air  Force's  headquarters 
for  "flying  boxcars"  is,  one  can  get 
the  storv  of  numerous  "mercy  mis- 
sions." Whether  it  be  food,  clothing 
and  medical  supplies  for  the  flood 
sufferers  of  Germany  or  400,000 
pounds  of  insecticide  to  fight  a  locust 
plague  in  Tunisia,  these  "mercy  mis- 


sions" tell  the  story  of  compassionate 
hearts. 

7.  "Me,  A  Missionary  to  Japan?" 
So  writes  Mrs.  Arlene  Secrest,  an 
overseas  wife,  in  a  beautiful  three- 
page  letter  telling  of  her  many  ac- 
tivities in  bridging  the  gaps  with  the 
Japanese,  especially  by  Bible  teach- 
ing and  prayer  groups.  Answering 
her  own  question  she  concludes:  "I 
consider  it  was  Japan  that  was  a  mis- 
sionary to  me,  by  the  grace  of  God." 
Now  she  is  World  Mission  chairman 
in  her  local  church. 

8.  Even  Cooking  Can  Be  Mission- 
ary is  the  gist  of  a  feature  story  in 
the  Richmond  Times  Dispatch,  tell- 
ing how  Mrs.  Mavis  Ferguson,  wife 
of  an  Army  colonel,  taught  classes 
on  American  cooking  in  a  Japanese 
college  and,  like  Saint  Lawrence, 
used  it  to  glorify  God. 

9.  Some  Go  Back  Ordained.  This 
was  so  of  Dr.  Dick  Nieusma  who, 
after  finishing  his  tour  of  duty  as  a 
dentist  in  the  Armed  Forces,  has 
now  gone  back  to  Korea  as  a  mis- 
sionary with  his  wife.  But  their  mis- 
sionary work  really  started  when 
Uncle  Sam  sent  them  overseas.  Like 
hundreds  of  others  they  saw  the 
need,  got  the  call,  and  now  have  ex- 
changed the  khakis  for  the  cross. 

10.  What  Does  an  Overseas  Chap- 
el Do?  Among  things  done  by  the 
Chapel  of  Hope  at  Yokosuka  Naval 
Base  are  the  following  mentioned  by 
Chaplain  R.  G.  Hutcheson,  Jr.:  "A 
weekly  Japanese  language  service; 
a  Bible  class  for  Japanese  inquirers; 
scholarship  assistance  for  three  Jap- 
anese theological  students;  support  of 
seven  Japanese  ministers  engaged  in 
evangehstic  work   and   payment   of 


20 


one-third  of  the  cost  of  a  church 
building  for  a  Japanese  congrega- 
tion." 

New  Life  for  New  Soldiers 

When  one  hears  stories  like  these 
he  is  apt  to  take  a  second  look  at 
today's  armed  forces.  The  personnel 
setup  is  as  different  today  from  the 
old  days  as  the  guided  missile  is 
from  the  trench  mortar.  Along  with 
Gl  Joe  there  are  now  whole  fam- 
ilies. Women  and  children  are  an 
integral  part  of  miHtary  Hfe.  Chap- 
lains and  chapels  provide  crib 
rooms,  Sunday  schools,  youth  groups, 
Women  of  the  Chapel,  Men  of  the 
Chapel  and  dozens  of  other  activities 
that  serve  the  total  family  situation. 


Let's  take  the  overseas  situation 
for  instance.  As  of  April  25,  1962, 
the  Department  of  Defense  reported 
the  number  of  its  people  outside 
the  continental  United  States  to  be 
1,398,000.  Of  these  720,000  were 
military  personnel,  55,000  were  U.S. 
civilian  employees  and  623,000  were 
miHtary  and  civilian  dependents. 
The  State  Department,  as  of  March 
31,  1961,  reported  that  there  were 
approximately  1,600,000  American 
citizens  residing  overseas.  This 
means  that  almost  90  per  cent  of  all 
Americans  overseas  (except  tourists) 
are  connected  with  the  Armed 
Forces. 

Now  to  get  back  to  our  point.  If 
this  vast  number  of  Americans  over- 


During  a  Christmas  party  given  by  the  crew  of  the  USS  Maury  for  children 
of  Dr.  Pierra  Vejjabul's  orphanage  in  Bangkok,  Thailand,  Lt  David  W. 
Plant,  CHC,  USN,  presented  a  check  for  $710  from  the  Tun  Fund  to  Dr. 
Vejjabul  to  help  to  replace  the  old  building  with  a  new  orphanage. 


seas  are  mostly  military  people  and 
if  these  military  people  are  men, 
women  and  children,  is  this  not  a 
gigantic  transplanting  of  American 
life  in  foreign  culture?  What  a  tre- 
mendous potential  for  missionary  im- 
pact lies  here!  It's  not  that  all  these 
people  are  zealous  Christians  or  even 
nominal  Christians.  The  point  is  that 
among  them  are  surely  God's  seven 
thousand.  And  when  that  seven 
thousand  includes  families  like  John 
Glenn's,  or  boys  like  Bobby  Hill,  or 
projects  like  "Operation  Centurion" 
something  mighty  important  can 
happen. 

Could  There  Be  a  Military  Miracle? 

In  this  crazy  mixed-up  day 
could  it  be  that  the  most  awesome 
military  might  ever  assembled  would 
in  the  end  become  the  most  tre- 
mendous missionary  force  the  Chris- 
tian church  ever  had?  Is  it  too  much 
to  hope  that  God,  who  used  the  fool- 
ishness of  preaching  to  conquer  the 
Roman  sword  and  to  convert  the 
Greek  culture,  might  now  use  this 
world-wide  deployment  of  Chris- 
tian soldiers  with  their  families  to 
beat  men's  swords  into  plowshares 
and  their  spears  into  pruning  hooks? 

Has  not  God  always  used  the  un- 
expected? A  babe  in  the  bulrushes  or 
a  babe  in  the  manger,  a  lad  with 
five  pebbles  and  a  slingshot  or  a  lad 
with  five  loaves  and  two  fish,  a 
woman  with  a  cruse  of  oil  or  a  wom- 
an with  "a  widow's  mite,"  a  man 
with  three  hundred  torches  against  a 
host  of  Midianites  or  a  man  with 
twelve  disciples  against  a  world  of 
sin.  This  is  the  history  of  God's  peo- 
ple.   If,   therefore,   today   there   are 


seven  thousand  in  the  armed  forces 
who  not  only  have  not  bowed  their 
knees  to  Baal  but  are  preaching  the 
gospel  to  every  creature,  is  there  not 
hope?  ■  ■ 
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WHITE  CHRISTMAS 


By  Rip  Lynnfield 


FOR  two  weeks  the  snow  fell 
steadily  in  the  freezing  Ardennes, 
burying  friend  and  foe  alike.  Within 
a  few  days  it  would  be  Christmas. 
But  out  on  the  front  lines,  in  Bas- 
togne  and  throughout  the  Bulge, 
men  lay  in  frozen,  brittle  heaps 
knowing  quite  well  that  they 
wouldn't  be  sitting  down  to  a  warm 
turkey  dinner  on  the  Lord's   Day. 

The  situation  was  critical. 

Five  crack  Panzer  divisions 
ringed  Bastogne — pivotal  position  of 
the  wild  German  breakthrough — out- 
numbering allied  units,  5-1.  GIs  wal- 
lowed in  frozen  snow  up  to  their 
waists  and  hummed  the  new  tune, 
"White  Christmas."  Armored  vehicles 
skidded  and  stalled  on  the  ice- 
clogged  highways  making  reinforce- 
ment impossible.  The  shivering  men 
in  the  foxholes,  clothed  in  hght  sum- 
mer field  uniforms,  listened  in  vain 
for  the  welcome  sound  of  P-47 
Thunderbolts. 

But  the  sky  was  empty  of  sound; 
their  aircover  was  grounded. 

Into  a  Luxembourg  chapel  on 
December  23,  1944,  strode  the 
American  sector  commander,  a  vet- 
eran professional  soldier  and  a  man 
badly  shaken  over  what  the  elements 
were  now  doing  to  his  proud,  elite 
troops.  The  general's  grandfather 
had  been  an  early  California  pioneer; 
the  grandson  came  from  the  same 


tough  stock.  Once,  as  a  young  man, 
he  had  shot  it  out  with  a  bandit 
chieftain  (the  bandit  lost).  To  the 
enemy,  he  was  the  devil  incarnate; 
to  his  troops,  he  was  the  beloved 
"Old  Man." 

On  that  grim  day  in  Luxembourg, 
upon  entering  the  vast,  foreign  chap- 
el that  now  served  as  his  War  Room, 
the  general  quietly  removed  his  bat- 
tle helmet  and  sank  upon  his  knees 
on  the  cold,  stone  floor.  He  spoke 
clearly  and  dramatically  to  his  God; 
a  God  he  always  regarded  as  his 
ally.  He  minced  no  words,  asked 
frankly  for  "four  clear  days  so  that 
my  planes  can  fly";  "four  days  of 
sunshine  to  dry  this  blasted  mud, 
so  that  my  tanks  may  roll.  .  .  ." 
The  general  added  sadly,  "I  am  sick 
of  this  unnecessary  butchery." 

The  Old  Man  said  his  Amen  slowy 
and  humbly.  But  before  he  strode 
out  into  the  howling  tempest  that 
enveloped  his  men,  he  paused  to 
ask  an  Army  chaplain  if  he  would 
write  a  prayer  for  good  weather.  The 
prayer  was  distributed  to  the  troops 
the  next  morning. 

The  snow  stopped  at  noon.  By 
mid-afternoon,  the  sun  itself  shone 
on  the  frozen,  bleak  battlefield.  The 
Battle  of  the  Bulge  was  won  on 
Christmas  Day. 

(Who  was  this  famous  general? 
Turn  to  page  42  for  the  answer.) 
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Part  of  the  series  on  the  Twelve  Apostles 

THADDAEUS— The  Man  Who 
Learned  How  Jesus  Comes 

By  William  Barclay 


OF  Thaddaeus  we  know  very,  very  little.  If  we  had  only  the  first 
three  Gospels  we  would  know  only  his  name,  and  even  his  name  is 
a  mystery.  In  Mark  3:18  he  is  called  simply  Thaddaeus.  In  Matthew 
10:3  he  is  also  called  Lebbaeus  in  the  King  James  Version,  but  the 
Revised  Standard  Version  and  the  modem  translations  show  that  the 
name  Lebbaeus  is  a  later  insertion  and  should  not  be  there.  In  Luke 
6:16  and  Acts  1:13  he  is  called,  as  it  should  be,  Judas  the  son  of 
James.  The  wrong  alteration  into  Judas  the  brother  of  James  was 
probably  made  to  identify  him  with  the  Jude  who  wrote  the  little 
letter  of  Jude.  (The  Greek  is  simply  Judas  of  James;  and  in  such  a 
phrase  the  word  which  has  to  be  suppHed  in  the  regular  Greek  idiom 
is  son,  not  brother.)  There  are  two  possible  explanations  of  the 
mystery  of  Thaddaeus'  name.  He  may  weU  have  had  three  names  as 
Joseph  Justus  Barsabbas  had  (Acts  1:23).  Or  perhaps  it  is  even  more 
Hkely  that  the  name  Judas  had  such  terrible  associations  and  be- 
came such  a  name  of  shame  that  he  dropped  it  and  took  the  name  of 
Thaddaeus. 

Our  only  definite  information  about  Thaddaeus  is  in  the  Fourth 
Gospel,  where  he  is  called  Judas  not  Iscariot  (Jn.  14:22,  23).  That 
passage  tells  how  Jesus  promised  that  he  and  his  Father  would  mani- 
fest themselves  to  the  people  who  kept  the  commandments  of  Jesus. 
Thaddaeus  broke  in  with  a  question  as  to  why  Jesus  was  prepared  to 
manifest  himself  to  them  and  not  to  the  world  at  large;  and  Jesus 
reiterated  the  truth  that  if  a  man  loved  him  and  kept  his  command- 
ments then  he  and  the  Father  would  come  to  such  a  man. 

That  is  not  an  easy  passage  to  understand.  Let  us  remember 
where  the  name  of  Thaddaeus  stands  in  the  fist  of  the  apostles.  In 

24 


-!-^ 


all  the  lists  it  stands  in  that  group  of  four  which  includes  the  names 
of  Simon  the  Zealot,  Judas  Iscariot,  and  James  the  son  of  Alphaeus. 
Let  us  also  remember,  as  we  have  already  seen,  that  we  have  informa- 
tion that  Judas  was  also  known  as  the  Zealot.  Clearly  Thaddaeus  be- 
longs to  this  group  of  four  who  were  all  violent  nationalists  before 
they  answered  the  call  of  Jesus. 

If  we  remember  that,  then  the  question  of  Thaddaeus  and  the 
answer  of  Jesus  become  full  of  meaning.  What  was  in  the  mind  of 
Thaddaeus  was  this.  "You,"  he  is  saying  to  Jesus,  "have  manifested 
yourself  to  us  within  our  circle;  we  know  who  you  are  and  what 
you  can  do.  When  are  you  going  to  blaze  out  on  the  world  and  show 
your  power  and  your  glory?"  "It  is  not  enough,"  Thaddaeus  is  say- 
ing, "for  you  to  show  yourself  to  us.  When  are  you  going  to  launch 
yourself  upon  the  world?"  Now  see  Jesus'  answer.  In  e£Fect  Jesus  is 
saying:  "Thaddaeus,  the  only  person  I  can  manifest  myself  to  is  the 
man  whose  heart  loves  me  and  whose  life  obeys  me."  Jesus  is  saying 
to  Thaddaeus,  who  has  not  yet  divested  himself  of  his  political  and 
nationalistic  dreams:  "I  have  not  come  to  be  the  Messiah  of  force;  I 
have  come  to  be  the  Lord  of  the  loving  heart.  My  reign  is  not  in  the 
governments  of  men;  my  reign  is  in  the  hearts  of  men."  Thaddaeus 
had  to  learn  the  lesson  that  Jesus  Christ  comes  to  the  man  who  has 
dedicated  his  heart  and  surrendered  his  will  to  him. 

Here  we  have  something  which  our  modem  generation  may  well 
learn.  We  cannot  bring  in  the  reign  of  Christ  by  social  or  political 
action  or  legislation,  although  such  action  or  legislation  may  well 
express  the  will  of  Christ.  We  can  only  bring  in  his  reign  by  seeking 
to  enthrone  him  in  our  own  hearts,  and  by  working  and  praying  for 
the  day  when  all  men  will  accept  him  as  Savior  and  Lord.  In  other 
words,  we  are  here  again  faced  with  the  truth  which  must  always  be 
the  basis  of  Christian  action — ^we  cannot  change  the  world  without 
changing  men.  It  is  only  when  men  are  new  creatures  in  Christ  that 
things  also  can  become  new.  Thaddaeus  learned,  and  we  must  learn, 
that  no  one  can  change  the  world  without  changing  men — and  that, 
therefore,  Jesus  Christ  alone  is  the  hope  of  the  brave  new  world  for 
which  men  long. 

QUESTIONS 

If  Thaddaeus  had  the  name  Judas  and  dropped  it  for  Thaddaeus,  why 
do  you  think  he  did  so?  How  did  Jesus  promise  to  manifest  himself  to  his 
disciples?  In  your  opinion  when  Christ  comes  to  earth  again,  how  will  he 
manifest  himself? 
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The  Yule  cards  exchanged  in 
America  in  the  1880's  tell  a 
fascinating,  nostalgic  tale  of 
Christmases  of  the  past 


THE  story  of  Christmas  in  Amer- 
ica is  nowhere  more  charmingly 
illustrated  than  in  the  quaint  and 
colorful  Yule  greetings  exchanged  in 
this  country  during  the  last  century. 

These  antique  cards,  many  of 
which  are  preserved  in  the  Hallmark 
Historical  Collection,  tell  a  fasci- 
nating, frequently  nostalgic  tale 
of  the  customs  and  traditions  associ- 
ated with  the  Christmas  season  of 
our  grandparents'  day. 

Some  of  the  earliest  American 
cards  bore  designs  that  would  hardly 
seem  in  keeping  with  the  Yule  sea- 
son today.  One  group,  for  example, 
by  the  noted  illustrator  Frederick 
Church,  had  a  patriotic  motif.  They 
were  among  the  first  to  be  intro- 
duced to  the  American  public.  The 
occasion  was   the   great  Centennial 


Visiting  cards  with  a  Christmas  greet- 
ing were  first  Yule  cards.  These  three, 
from  the  late  I870's,  show  how  the 
idea  developed. 


Exhibition  in  Philadelphia  in  1876, 
a  time  when  patriotism  was  running 
high.  Like  all  forms  of  art  and  Htera- 
ture,  greeting  cards  reflect  the 
moods  and  tastes  of  the  period. 

Christmas  greetings  had  their  ori- 
gin as  recently  as  1843  and  were 
almost  exclusively  an  English  cus- 
tom until  their  sudden  and  wide- 
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spread  popularity  in  America  some 
forty  years  later. 

The  first  American  Christmas 
cards  were  published  in  Boston  by  a 
man  named  Louis  Prang.  They  cost 
a  penny  each  and  were  modest  in 
size  and  design  by  modem  standards. 

Prang,  who  would  later  be  known 
as  "the  father  of  the  American 
Christmas  card,"  was  a  German  refu- 
gee who  had  established  a  successful 
business  selling  visiting  cards,  busi- 
ness advertisements  and  announce- 
ments both  here  and  in  England. 

In  1872,  he  began  printing  brief 
Christmas  sentiments  on  small  visit- 
ing cards  and  found  that  they  sold 
well  in  England.  These  unique,  im- 


provised Yule  greetings,  some  bear- 
ing floral  designs  on  black  back- 
grounds, were  among  the  cards  in- 
troduced to  the  American  public  at 
the  centennial. 

When  Prang  noted  that  the  idea  of 
sending  printed  Christmas  greetings 
was  well  received  here,  he  set  aside 
other  interests  to  concentrate  on  the 
new  Yule  cards.  Within  two  years, 
the  greetings  had  been  enlarged  to 
postcard-size.  Longer  texts  and 
pictorial  designs  appeared  and  a 
series  of  cards  with  flowers,  birds 
and  animals  became  very  popular. 

Curiously,  although  scriptural 
texts  were  common,  few  if  any 
Nativity  scenes  were  printed  on  the 


Christmas  greetings  of  the  1880's  were  sometimes  devoted  to  themes  other 
than  Yuletime.  Illustrated  and  imprinted  on  this  one  from  the  Hallmark 
Historical  Collection  are  two  of  Henry  W.  Longfellow's  most  popular  poems. 


. ,  ^tMu^^Mgi^im^^. 
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Santa  is  surrounded  by  reindeer,  turkeys,  bells,  snowbirds,  and 
holly  in  this  colorful  card  from  the  Hallmark  Collection. 


nineteenth  century  cards.  Holly  and 
mistletoe,  the  traditional  Christ- 
mas symbols,  made  an  early  appear- 
ance as  did  Santa  Claus  and  his  rein- 
deer, popularized  earlier  in  the  cen- 
tury by  the  famous  Clement  Moore 
poem,  "A  Visit  From  Saint  Nicho- 
las." 

There  is  abundant  evidence  of 
artistic  designs  still  in  use  today, 
such  as  New  England  snow  scenes, 
church  bells,  sleighs  pulled  by  teams 
of  horses  and  firesides  with  Christ- 
mas stockings  hung  at  the  mantel. 

But  some  of  the  Christmas  card 
designs  were  only  remotely  con- 
nected with  the  Yule  season.  One 
example  from  the  Hallmark  Collec- 
tion was  published  in  1881  by  G.  D. 
DeVore   of  Newark,   N.J!   It  is   de- 


voted exclusively  to  the  most  popu- 
lar American  poet  of  his  day,  Henry 
Wadsworth  Longfellow.  It  consists 
of  three  panels.  Two  illustrate  the 
poems  whose  verses  appear  beneath 
them — and  the  third  was  an  auto- 
graphed picture  of  the  old  gentle- 
man himself.  The  bottom  of  the  card 
bore  the  simple  legend:  Christmas 
Greetings. 

Prang,  a  superb  and  dedicated 
craftsman,  had  perfected  a  process 
for  lithographic  coloring  that  led  to 
inexpensive  mass  production.  But  he 
was  determined  that  the  facilities  to 
mass  produce  should  not  debase  art. 
Rather  his  view  was  that  art  and 
good  taste  should  be  brought  into 
the  everyday  lives  of  the  masses. 

He    used    as    many    as    twenty 
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Old-fashioned  Yule  design  is  reflected  in  this  stand-up,  three-dimensional 
card  in  Hallmark's  1961  Collection.  Other  cards  included  color  reproductions 
of  old  masters,  some  with  prose  or  poetry  by  famous  writers. 


plates  to  achieve  his  artistic  results 
and,  beginning  in  1880,  organized  a 
series  of  competitions  whose  gener- 
ous prizes  attracted  the  best  art  and 
design  talent  in  the  country. 

As  the  Christmas  cards  became 
more  and  more  elaborate,  some  bore 
a  fringe  and  tassels  and  these  beauti- 
ful cards  were  hung  in  homes.  It  was 
also  a  common  practice  to  preserve 
favorite  cards  in  the  family  album. 
From  such  sources,  a  number  of  the 
antiques  in  the  Hallmark  Collection 
have  been  gathered. 

Under  Prang's  leadership  there 
followed  a  brief  period  in  the  history 
of  American  greeting  cards  during 
which  some  of  the  finest  art  and  de- 
sign was  created.  One  of  his  best 
known  cards,  and  an  outstanding 
example  of  the  elaborate  detail  of 
these  period  cards,  shows  Santa  and 
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his  reindeer  on  a  snow-covered  roof- 
top encircled  in  a  holly  wreath. 

This  great  era  of  Christmas  art 
and  design  floinrished  for  only  a 
brief  span.  Its  decline,  beginning  in 
1895,  resulted  from  the  overwhelm- 
ing competition  of  cheap  prints  from 
Europe. 

Colored  penny  postcards,  mostly 
from  Cermany  and  still  carrying  the 
Santa  Claus  and  holly  theme,  flooded 
the  market  and  this  virtual  monopoly 
continued  until  after  the  First 
World  War. 

American  cards  reasserted  them- 
selves in  the  1920's  when  the  imper- 
sonal postcard  was  superseded  by 
more  formal  engraved  cards  with 
sentimental  verse,  again  enclosed  in 
an  envelope.  These  have  grown 
steadily  in  popularity  and  in  artistic 
excellence  ever  since.  ■  ■ 


By  Charles  M.  Laymon 


Doing  the  Truth 


THE  journey  in  thought  and  understanding  that  we  have  been 
making,  as  we  have  sought  to  study  the  nature  and  content  of 
the  Bible,  has  brought  us  to  the  most  important  question  of  all,  what 
about  the  issue  of  doing  the  truth?  This  is  the  subject  of  a  book  by 
Bishop  James  A.  Pike  in  the  field  of  Christian  ethics  that  was  written 
for  the  Reinhold  Niebuhr  Christian  Faith  Series.  But  the  idea  original- 
ly goes  back  to  the  Gospel  of  John,  and  before  this  to  Matthew's 
version  of  the  Sermon  on  the  Mount  where  the  discourse  closes  with 
a  parable  that  oflFers  a  comparison  between  those  who  hear  and  do, 
and  those  who  hear  and  do  not  act. 

The  most  important  question  here,  once  we  have  asked  the  original 
one,  is  "What  should  we  do?"  Perhaps  a  more  revealing  putting  of  it 
is  "What  can  we  do?"  And  the  answers  to  this  question  vary  among 
us  today  between  such  extremes  as  the  belief  that  we  can  do  nothing 
with  the  truth  that  God  has  given  us  but  wait  for  the  Divine  to  act 
to  the  opposite  conviction  that  we  can  do  everything  necessary  for 
bringing  in  the  kingdom  of  God. 

Since  this  has  been  a  series  on  the  Bible,  we  should  turn  to  the 
Scriptures  themselves  for  such  answer  or  answers  as  they  offer.  And 
there  is  much  here  to  guide  us  in  our  conclusions,  particularly  if  we 
read  widely  and  historically. 

The  Bible  as  the  Mighty  Acts  of  God 

First  of  all,  in  arriving  at  our  answer,  it  should  be  realized  that 
the  Bible  is  predominantly  an  account  of  the  mighty  acts  of  God, 
rather  than  the  acts  of  man.  He  is  the  leading  figure  on  every  page 
and  in  every  passage,  whether  his  name  is  mentioned  or  not.  Without 
him  there  is  no  Divine  Word,  and  apart  from  him  there  is  no  real 
history  in  the  biblical  sense. 
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The  Parable  of  the  Vineyard,  which  is  found  in  the  Gospels  during 
the  last  week  of  our  Lord's  ministry  in  Jerusalem,  represents  a  sym- 
bolical summary  of  God's  acts  in  his  relation  to  creation,  man,  and 
history  (Luke  20:9-18).  It  tells  of  one  who  planted  a  vineyard  (crea- 
tion) and  let  it  out  to  tenants  (the  people  of  God).  From  time  to 
time  he  sent  servants  to  gather  the  fruit  of  the  vineyard  (Moses,  the 
prophets,  et  al)  but  these  they  dreadfully  mistreated.  Finally  he 
sent  his  Son  (Jesus);  perchance  they  would  receive  him.  Instead  they 
killed  him  (the  crucifixion)  claiming  the  vineyard  for  their  own. 
What  will  the  owner  (God)  do  now?  He  will  take  away  this  vineyard 
from  those  who  possess  it  (the  Jews)  and  give  it  to  others  (the  Gen- 
tiles), for  the  stone  which  the  builders  rejected  shall  become  "the 
head  of  the  comer." 

The  above  interpretation  of  the  parable  has  turned  it  into  an 
allegory,  but  this  is  what  it  was  intended  to  be.  We  find  here  an 
assessment  of  the  mighty  acts  of  God  in  history,  past,  present,  and 
future.  As  such  the  account  of  events  among  men  is  viewed  as  having 
a  divine  meaning.  History  is  both  horizontal  in  its  relation  between 
man  and  men,  and  vertical  in  its  relation  between  man  and  God.  But 
it  is  God  who  initiates  it;  man's  activity  is  that  of  responding. 

The  Basis  of  Man's  Response 

The  fact  that  in  doing  the  truth  man  is  responding  to  God's  initia- 
tive makes  it  important  that  we  review  briefly  what  it  is  that  God 
has  done — and  is  continuing  to  do.  Some  of  this  has  already  been 
touched  upon  in  this  series  in  connection  with  considering  the  literary 
forms  within  the  Bible,  but  more  particularly  as  we  faced  the  truths 
associated  with  the  giving  of  the  covenant. 

First  of  all,  in  creation  God  made  man  in  his  own  image,  morally 
sensitive,  spiritually  aspiring,  and  intellectually  inquisitive.  Thus 
fellowship  with  himself  was  possible,  and  in  the  Garden  of  Eden 
narrative  became  actual.  Sin,  however,  severed  this  relationship;  by 
man's  substitution  of  his  own  will  for  God's  the  separation  between 
the  Creator  and  the  creature  was  effected,  and  the  result  of  this  sin 
upon  man  was  tragically  symbolized  in  his  expulsion  from  the  garden. 

Immediately,  however,  God  acted  to  restore  man  to  himself.  He 
raised  up  Abraham  to  become  the  father  of  a  great  nation,  and  made 
a  covenant  with  him  on  behalf  of  this  new  people  of  God.  Then  he 
established  the  Law  as  the  basis  of  daily  life  for  those  who  lived  under 
the  covenant.  From  this  point  on,  God  moved  among  Israel  to  make 
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her  a  power  among  the  peoples,  giving  her  rulers  and  sending  her 
prophets  to  remind  her  of  the  way  she  should  walk. 

More  than  this,  God  guided  the  destiny  of  his  people,  even  send- 
ing them  captive  to  Babylon  as  a  punishment  for  their  sins.  But  this 
was  not  the  end.  He  brought  them  back  to  Jerusalem  and  to  the  Tem- 
ple, with  its  services  of  worship  and  its  sacrifices  for  forgiveness  and 
thanksgiving.  The  nation  continued,  however,  to  be  rebellious  and 
willful,  so  much  so,  that  in  due  time  God  sent  his  own  Son  to  woo  and 
win  them,  even  to  die  to  save  them. 

Following  the  resurrection  when  God  raised  up  Jesus  to  be  the 
living  Lord  of  the  Christian  community,  he  called  the  church  into 
being,  giving  it  his  Spirit  at  Pentecost  and  indwelling  its  life.  As  the 
New  Israel  in  Christ,  the  church  extended  its  fellowship  beyond  all 
national,  racial,  and  social  barriers  to  include  those  who,  by  faith, 
would  respond  to  what  God  had  done  in  Christ. 

The  brief  summary  in  this  section  might  be  called  salvation  history. 
It  is  the  story  of  what  God  has  done  in  time  to  save  men.  As  over 
against  this  what  is  there  that  man  can  do,  that  might  be  referred  to 
as  doing  the  truth? 

The  Call  to  Faith 

First  of  all,  in  doing  the  truth  men  are  called  upon  to  respond  by 
faith  to  what  God  has  done  on  their  behalf.  This  has  never  been 
stated  more  succinctly  than  by  the  writer  in  Genesis  who  said  of 
Abraham's  response  to  God's  promise:  "And  he  believed  the  Lord; 
and  he  reckoned  it  to  him  as  righteousness"  (Gen.  15:6). 

Centuries  later,  when  the  Apostle  Paul  wished  to  illustrate  Christian 
faith,  he  referred  to  Abraham's  act  of  beheving  God's  promise  that 
he  would  be  the  father  of  a  great  people: 

Thus  Abraham  'Tjelieved  God,  and  it  was  reckoned  to  him  as 
righteousness."  So  you  see  that  it  is  men  of  faith  who  are  the  sons 
of  Abraham.  And  the  scripture,  foreseeing  that  God  would  justify 
the  Gentiles  by  faith,  preached  the  gospel  beforehand  to  Abraham, 
saying,  "In  thee  shall  all  the  nations  be  blessed."  So  then,  those 
who  are  men  of  faith  are  blessed  with  Abraham  who  had  faith 
(Gal.  3:6-9). 

Faith,  in  the  above  passage,  is  an  act  of  belief  rather  than  the 
holding  of  a  certain  idea  in  one's  mind.  It  is  an  adventurous  response 
of  one's  whole  person  to  God  in  Christ.  In  John's  Gospel  Jesus  spoke 
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directly  to  those  who  had  sought  him  out  for  more  bread,  the  day 
after  the  feeding  of  the  five  thousand,  and  said:  "This  is  the  work  of 
God,  that  you  believe  in  him  whom  he  has  sent"  (6:29). 

Such  faith  as  we  have  been  referring  to  is  active,  outgoing,  and 
Christ-centered.  By  it  men  find  their  standing  before  God  (Rom. 
3:22),  are  deHvered  from  the  bondage  of  the  law  (Gal.  3:25),  experi- 
ence the  indwelling  presence  of  Christ  (Eph.  3:17),  and  overcome 
the  world  (1  Jn.  5:4).  Herein  lies  true  salvation.  It  comes  from 
hearing  the  preaching  of  Christ  (Rom.  10:17)  and  is  a  gift  from 
God  (Rom.  12:3). 

Faith  in  Life 

The  expression  "faith  in  life"  refers  to  faith  that  expresses  itself  in 
life.  Jesus  everywhere  assumed  that  his  followers  would  be  the  salt 
of  the  earth  and  the  light  of  the  world  (Mt.  5:13,  14).  And  this  is 
what  the  author  of  the  Book  of  James  was  struggling  to  assert  when 
he  stated  that  faith  without  works  is  dead  (2:26). 

What  all  of  this  means  is  that  the  man  who  has  responded  to  the 
might  acts  of  God  by  faith  will,  by  that  very  fact,  find  himself 
related  to  others  in  a  certain  particular  way.  The  grace  of  God  that  he 
knows  will  reach  out  helpfully  to  others,  first  within  the  church  as 
the  body  of  Christ,  and  then  beyond  the  church  to  society  at  large. 

Such  a  person  will  become  interested  in  whatever  makes  for  the 
well-being  of  men,  whether  it  is  the  family,  government,  business,  or 
international  relations.  One  has  but  to  recall  the  topics  or  subjects 
considered  in  the  letters  of  Paul  to  recognize  the  extent  of  this  concern. 
First  Corinthians,  for  instance,  discusses  such  questions  as  a  split  in 
the  church,  sophisticated  preaching,  eating  meat  that  had  been  ofiEered 
to  an  idol,  going  to  court  against  a  fellow  Christian,  and  marriage.  No 
doubt  there  may  have  been  some  who  rose  up  and  said  to  Paul,  "This 
is  not  the  gospel.  You  had  better  stick  to  your  subject."  But  it  was 
the  gospel  working  itself  out  in  Hfe,  it  was  doing  the  truth,  no  less. 

The  Kingdom  of  God 

The  constant  theme  of  Jesus'  preaching  was  the  kingdom  of  God. 
He  referred  to  it  over  and  over  again,  both  by  precept  and  parable. 
The  roots  of  the  idea  of  the  kingdom  lay  far  back  in  the  Old  Testa- 
ment in  such  passages  as  the  messianic  outlook  of  Isaiah  9  and  11. 
Here  the  righteous  reign  of  God  on  earth  through  the  rule  of  a 
messianic  figure  whom  he  would  raise  up  from  among  the  people  was 
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pictured.  Peace,  justice,  and  wisdom  were  to  prevail  as  God  acted 
mightily  through  this  ruling  monarch.  With  the  passing  of  the  cen- 
turies the  dream  became  more  spiritual  and  transcendental  in 
character,  taking  the  form  of  the  su£Fering  servant  of  Isaiah  53  and 
of  the  apocalyptic  Son  of  man  in  Daniel   (7:13-14). 

Space  does  not  permit  a  detailed  analysis  of  Jesus'  teaching  con- 
cerning the  kingdom.  Sometimes  he  spoke  of  it  as  present,  and  again 
as  something  that  was  yet  to  come.  On  occasion  he  referred  to  it 
as  a  gift  of  God,  and  yet  he  urged  men  to  seek  it  out  above  all  things 
else,  even  to  strive  for  entry  into  it.  He  seemed  to  regard  it  as  grow- 
ing gradually,  and  also  to  think  of  it  as  coming  suddenly.  These  are 
the  well-known  paradoxes  of  Jesus'  teaching  on  this  theme. 

Perhaps  the  best  definition  of  the  kingdom  of  God  is  to  be  found 
in  the  Lord's  Prayer.  Here  Jesus  bade  men  to  pray 

Thy  kingdom  come. 

Thy  will  be  done, 

On  earth  as  it  is  in  heaven    (Mt.   6:10) 

The  kingdom  is  the  will  of  God  fully  expressed  on  earth  even  as 
it  is  in  heaven.  As  such  it  is  the  doing  of  the  truth  among  men.  This 
doing  is  not  man's  accomplishment,  except  as  he  opens  his  life  to 
the  will  and  power  of  God.  But  neither  does  it  come  without  includ- 
ing man,  his  surrender  and  dedication  to  God — his  response  to  the 
mighty  acts  of  God  for  his  redemption. 

It  is  here  that  what  has  been  called  the  social  gospel,  on  the  one 
hand,  and  the  personal  gospel,  on  the  other,  finally  meet.  God  calls; 
man  responds.  God  wills;  man  chooses  that  will.  God  sends;  man 
goes.  God  gives;  man  receives. 

It  is  fitting  that  we  should  close  this  series  on  the  Bible  with  our 
Lord's  teaching  concerning  the  kingdom.  Here  it  is  that  we  too  are 
included.  In  the  kingdom  of  God  the  historical  past  becomes  the 
inclusive  present,  even  as  it  is  hkewise  the  Christian  hope  for  the 
future. 

FAITH  WITHOUT  WORKS 

"Every  one  who  hears  these  words  of  mine  and  does  not  do  them 
will  be  like  a  foolish  man  who  built  his  house  upon  the  sand  .  .  ." 
— Jesus. 

"For  as  the  body  apart  from  the  spirit  is  dead,  so  faith  apart  from 
works  is  dead.  .  .  ." — James. 
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WITH  A 


MOUSE 


By 
Arnold  Porter 


Motive  Makes  the  Difference 


RANDOLPH  came  in  while  I 
was  working  on  a  Christmas 
sermon. 

"Go  away,"  I  said.  "The  last  time 
I  talked  with  you  about  the  mean- 
ing of  Christmas  all  I  heard  was 
'fruitcake/  " 

"Well,  that  was  last  year/*  said 
Randolph.  "This  year  I've  found  the 
real  Christmas  spirit." 

"Where  did  you  find  it?" 

"Downtown.  I've  got  my  whole 
house  wired  for  sound.  I've  got  the 
chapel  tape  recorder  arranged  so  it 
plays  first  'Silent  Night'  and  then 
'White  Christmas,'  then  'Silent 
Night,'  then  'White  Christmas,*  over 
and  over." 

"Exactly  like  a  Tibetan  prayer 
wheel,  isn't  it?" 
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"That's  right.  I  don't  have  to  pay 
any  attention  to  it  at  all." 

"How  about  Denise?  Dose  she  pay 
any  attention  to  it?" 

"She  says  it's  driving  her  nuts!  But 
she'll  get  used  to  it.  Pretty  soon  she 
won't  even  notice  it." 

"What  else  have  you  done  about 
Christmas?" 

"Well,  I've  decorated.  I  hate  snow, 
of  course,  so  I  stayed  away  from  that 
'Winter  Wonderland'  stuff.  We  have 
an  enormous  Santa  Claus  standing 
just  outside  the  front  door  holding 
a  box  that  says,  'for  the  needy.'  In- 
side I  have  Santa's  helpers  aU  over 
the  place — ^hanging  from  the  ceiling, 
climbing  the  walls,  sitting  on  the 
mantel — dozens  and  dozens  of  them." 


"What  do  you  do  with  the  money 
that  goes  into  your  box?" 

"All  those  elves  cost  a  lot.  Its  not 
just  buying  them.  They  have  to  be 
painted  and  they  get  broken  and 
people  steal  them.  I  tell  you  it 
makes  me  needy  every  year  just  tak- 
ing care  of  those  Santa's  helpers, 
but  they  sure  are  a  beautiful  sight." 

"I  suppose  so.  Do  you  have  a 
creche?" 

'What's  that?" 

"You  know,  a  manger  scene." 

**Well,  Denise  has  a  small  one.  It 
doesn't  take  much  space.  We  set  it 
up  but  we  took  it  down  again. 
There  just  wasn't  room  for  it  with 
all  those  elves." 

"What  did  Denise  think  of  that?" 

"She  was  bitter.  I  had  to  explain 
to  her  what  Christmas  was  aU  about." 

"Maybe  she  will  feel  better  if  you 
give  her  something  nice  for  Christ- 
mas." 

"Oh,  the  French  don't  make  such 
a  lot  of  fuss  over  gifts.  I  don't  need 
to  give  her  something  elaborate.  I 
have  a  small  gift  for  you,  though." 

"I'll  bet  it's  small!  Last  year  it  was 
five  raisins.  Five  old  raisins!" 

"And  I  suppose  you'll  have  some- 
thing nice  for  me  like  you  had  last 
year — a  ten-pound  Tillamook  cheese 
or  something  like  that,  perhaps.  As 
you  have  often  said,  *It  is  more 
blessed.  .  .  .' " 

"I  know  the  quotation,  Randolph. 
Stop  using  it  like  an  issue  slip. 
What's  your  gift-giving  technique 
anyway,  Randolph?" 

"Well,  I  give  to  those  I  have  to, 
such  as  close  relatives,   and  then   I 


always  give  something  to  those  who 
sent  me  a  gift  last  year.  That  way 
I  don't  give  any  useless  gifts." 

"Useless  gifts?" 

"Well,  I  mean,  for  every  one  I 
give  I'm  sure  to  receive  one.  At  least 
I  come  out  even,  you  see.** 

"Randolph,  I'm  sorry  you  foimd 
the  Christmas  spirit.  I  think  you 
were  better  oflF  when  you  were  think- 
ing of  fruitcake." 

"Well,  chaplain,  what's  your  gift- 
giving   technique?" 

"Oh,  I  send  gifts  to  my  relatives 
and  I  have  to  send  something  to 
those  who  were  kind  enough  to  send 
me  something  last  year.  I  can't  dis- 
appoint them,  can  I?  And  I  give 
some  other  gifts,  too." 

"What's  the  difference  between 
your  way  of  giving  and  mine?" 

"Probably  less  than  I  like  to  think, 
Randolph,  but  perhaps  there's  a 
slight  difference  in  motive.  I  hope 
so. 

"What  difference  does  motive 
make?" 

"Randolph,  suppose  someone  puts 
up  a  Christmas  decoration  of  great 
big  angels  with  fat  wings  and  long 
blonde  hair  and  all  the  other  usual 
religious  trappings.  Is  that  good  or 
bad?" 

"I  don't  know." 

"I  don't  either,  Randolph,  but  God 
knows  whether  the  fellow  is  mad  to 
win  the  Post  decorating  contest,  or  is 
just  interested  in  giving  valid 
(though  unartistic)  recognition  to  a 
divine  event.  Motive  is  hard  to 
determine,  Randolph,  but  it  makes 
all   the   difference."  ■■ 


DAFFYNITION:  Texas  Dog:  One  who  chases  only  Cadillacs. — Jack  Herbert. 
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Do  ¥oH  Want  to  Be  a  Minister? 


By  Frederick  W.  Heifer 


A  few  years  ago  a  former  Air 
Force  pilot  wrote  a  magazine 
article  entitled  "I'm  Going  to  Be  a 
Minister."  He  had  been  a  photo- 
reconnaissance  pilot  doing  one  to 
four  solo  missions  over  Burma  every 
week.  In  the  service  he  joined  with 
others  in  full  sessions  discussing 
"woman  stu£F  or  morality"  and  end- 
ing occasionally  with  religion.  His 
war  experience  always  seemed  so  un- 
natural; but  in  his  mind  "the  one 
reality  that  kept  emerging  clearly, 
over  and  over,  was  the  utter  and 
stable  importance  of  a  man's  relation- 
ship with  God."  On  one  of  his  solo 
flights  it  happened.  Twenty  thousand 
feet  in  the  air  his  radio  went  dead; 
he  could  find  no  hole  in  the  clouds. 
If  he  tried  to  go  through  there  was 
the  risk  of  hitting  a  mountain.  To 
parachute  might  mean  freezing  to 
death.  He  was  tempted  to  bargain 
with  God;  but  "chucked  that  nutty 
idea"  and  just  prayed,  "Dear  Lord, 
if  it  is  thy  will,  may  I  get  down.  I 
want  to  go  on."  Suddenly  there  was 
a  rift  in  the  clouds;  he  went  through; 
crash  landed  in  a  rice  paddy;  was 


rescued  by  friendly  Chinese;  and 
finally  led  by  a  guide,  he  walked 
sixty  miles  back  to  a  U.S.  Air  Force 
Auxiliary  Field.  On  that  walk  there 
came  over  him  more  forcefully  than 
ever  the  importance  of  the  man- 
with-God  relationship  and  with  it 
the  decision  to  be  a  minister. 

An  Exciting  Vocation 

What  is  this  job  this  young  air 
pilot  chose  for  himself?  To  me  it  is 
the  most  exciting,  enjoyable,  chal- 
lenging, satisfying,  inspiring,  urgent, 
socially  useful  and  spiritually  reward- 
ing profession  in  the  world.  A  man 
in  the  ministry  today  may  walk  and 
lead  others  to  follow  into  the 
frontiers  of  a  new  society,  a  new 
kingdom  of  men,  a  brotherhood  in- 
clusive of  all  races  living  peacefully 
together  in  a  great  human  family 
whose  horizons  are  broad  and  whose 
motives  are  deep  and  Christlike  in 
love  of  God  and  love  of  fellowman. 

There  is  never  a  dull  day  in  the 
ministry.  As  an  Army  chaplain  I 
closed  one  day's  work  having  been 
faced  with  fifteen  serious  problems 


Dr.  Heifer  is  minister  of  the  Christian  Temple  of  Baltimore,  Md. 
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with  as  many  soldiers.  In  a  few 
weeks'  time,  scores  of  officers  and 
men  sought  my  counsel  on  thirty- 
nine  di£Ferent  personal  concerns, 
which  were  bothering  them.  The 
needs,  the  needs  of  people!  The 
status  and  the  privileges  of  life  which 
should  be  their  right.  The  justice, 
which  is  denied  so  many.  The 
prejudice  and  ignorance  which  blind 
the  public  eye.  The  call  for  spiritual 
mastery  to  enable  peoples  to  live 
together  in  harmony  in  industry, 
statecraft,  cultures  and  religious  dif- 
ferences; all  these  social  adjustments 
which  need  be  made,  as  well  as  the 
personal  strain  and  tension  of  making 
a  living,  choosing  a  Hfework,  endur- 
ing illness,  holding  up  under  moral 
pressure,  and  the  facing  of  death. 
These  are  the  times  that  open  the 
way  for  a  man's  ministry  in  pulpit, 
in  private,  and  in  public.  How 
needed;  how  exciting;  and  how 
blessed  this  calling. 

I  have  remarked  there  never  is  a 
dull  day  in  the  ministry.  A  cartoonist 
has  illustrated  this  point.  He  drew 
a  man  with  but  one  pair  of  legs,  but 
with  six  bodies,  six  heads  and  twelve 
hands.  These  six  bodies  were  en- 
gaged in  what  the  artist  considered 
the  major  concerns  of  every  clergy- 
man; in  each  one  of  which  he  is  sup- 
posed to  be  a  specialist.  These  bodies 
on  one  pair  of  legs  had  to  do  with 
pulpit  preaching;  administering  the 
affairs  of  the  church;  teaching  and 
directing  religious  training;  visiting 
in  home,  office,  hospital;  promoting 
the  social  life  of  the  church;  and 
acting  as  the  personal  counselor  of 
youth  and  age  engulfed  in  the  con- 
flicts of  the  day.  I  might  say  other 


bodies  could  be  added  to  this  pair 
of  legs — that  of  institutional  and 
group  blessings,  attendance  at  all 
sorts  of  community  affairs,  the  per- 
sonal evangehstic  efforts  needed  to 
keep  the  church  alive.  Yes,  it  is  an 
exciting  calling. 

What  I  Like  About  the  Ministry 

In  a  high  school  band  there  was 
a  young,  shy  girl  who  played  the 
glockenspiel  with  chimes  and  bells. 
A  timid  soul  she  was  with  such  little 
and  gentle  touches.  But  the  young 
fellow  playing  the  kettledrums — 
well,  you  knew  he  was  there.  There 
was  no  shrinking  away  in  his  beat 
of  the  drums  or  clashing  of  cymbals. 
May  I  strike  a  few  notes  as  to  what 
I  like  about  my  job  as  a  preacher? 

For  one  thing  it  is  a  joy  being  a 
minister.  Other  people  may  make 
riiore  money,  but  as  a  class  most 
ministers  have  a  better  time  together 
in  wholesome  laughter  and  share  a 
blessedness  in  the  objectives  and 
successes  of  their  laity.  It  is  worth 
a  lot  to  me  to  still  feel  the  arm  of  a 
retired  doctor  on  my  shoulder  as  he 
said,  "Our  boy  is  a  young  doctor 
now,  and  we  feel  he  owes  a  lot, 
quite  a  lot,  to  you."  It  means  a  lot 
to  remember  a  rough  and  tumble 
soldier  from  Georgia  coming  to  my 
office  a  few  hours  before  he  was  to 
leave  camp  for  overseas  to  say: 
"Chaplain,  you'll  never  know  how 
you  have  helped  me.  You  have  made 
God  real  to  me!" 

For  another  thing  the  minister  is 
a  service  calling.  Opportimities  are 
on  every  hand  to  do  good.  If  there 
is  one  vocation  in  the  world  for  a 
man  to  truly  say,  "It  is  no  longer  I 
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that  live,  but  Christ  liveth  in  me** — 
it  is  iQ  this  work.  The  incentive  for 
this  task  is  the  cry  of  the  world;  the 
motive  is  the  love  of  God  in  a  stable 
birth,  a  growing  youth,  a  brave  man, 
a  cross  against  the  eastern  sky — and 
a  continuing  spirit  among  men  that 
all  may  have  abundant  hfe.  A  study 
door  open  to  all  who  need  counsel. 
A  house  by  the  side  of  the  road 
where  the  races  of  men  go  by  and 
need  friendly  hospitality.  A  voice  at 
the  crossroads  of  society  where  the 
rich,  the  poor,  the  strong,  the  weak, 
the  good,  the  evil — need  to  be  chal- 
lenged with  God's  truth  and  justice, 
Hfe  and  light  of  love.  For  here  men 
are  to  awake  to  the  presence  of  God, 
who  is  in  the  midst  of  man's  action, 
as  well  as  in  the  quiet  peace  of  an 
altar. 

The  ministry  stimulates  thought, 
deepens  a  man's  sympathy  and  de- 
mands the  whole  man.  A  new  age 
is  upon  us.  Men  are  going  to  the 
moon.  A  dedicated  heart  and  an 
alert  intelligence  is  a  necessity  for 
the  man  of  God.  Stir  up  the  mind! 
Only  so  can  one  be  at  all  sufiBcient 
in  his  ministerial  contacts  wherein 
he  must  be  skiUful  in  public  rela- 
tions, personal  conduct  and  pubHc 
interminghng,  businessman,  politi- 
cian, pastor  and  preacher.  If  you 
want  to  keep  mentally  alert,  try  my 
job  preaching.  I  am  interested  in 
the  titles  ascribed  to  a  minister  of 
God  in  the  Bible.  Ambassadors, 
angels  of  the  church,  elders, 
evangelists,  fishers  of  men,  laborers, 
men  of  God,  messengers,  ministers 
of  the  church,  ministers  of  Christ, 
ministers   of  God,   ministers   of  the 

( Continued 


gospel,  ministers  of  the  Lord,  min- 
isters of  the  Word,  overseers,  pastors, 
preachers,  preachers  of  righteous- 
ness, servants  of  Christ,  servants  of 
the  church,  servants  of  God,  servants 
of  the  Lord,  shepherds,  soldiers, 
stars,  stewards  of  God,  stewards 
of  grace,  stewards  of  mysteries, 
teachers,  watchmen,  witnesses, 
workers.  Now  isn't  that  a  revealing 
statement  opening  to  us  the  work  of 
the  ministry? 

The  ministry  handles  true  values. 
Its  heartbeat  is  in  this  man-God 
relationship.  It  deals  with  the  true 
meaning  of  life.  If  its  underlying 
postulate  of  God  as  Father  and  man 
as  his  child  and  man's  brother  is 
illusion,  then  there  is  nothing  but 
mirage  and  vapor  to  Hfe.  But  surely 
our  beHef  in  mercy  and  good  will, 
our  desire  for  beauty  and  love,  our 
prayers  for  justice  and  peace,  our 
insistence  on  ethics  and  moraHty — 
the  faint  whisperings  of  the  spirit 
within  us  in  the  quest  for  Christ 
and  the  good  life — surely  all  these 
have  their  roots  in  that  reality  we 
call  God.  The  practice  of  these 
virtues  we  call  religion  and  these 
give  meaning  to  mother,  home, 
father,  work,  and  truth. 

Yes,  we  handle  the  realities  of 
this  life  and  only  in  the  hope  and 
trust  and  outreach  of  religion  do  we 
beHeve  at  all  in  immortaHty.  It  is 
awesome  and  glorious  to  handle 
things  unseen.  We  live  in  two  worlds. 
Thus  the  minister  of  God  belongs  to 
a  goodly  fellowship.  He  is  in  a 
great  succession.  A  pastor  always 
touches  the  lives  of  the  truly  great. 
He  is  in  the  line  of  the  prophets.  He 
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Zkis  Js  My  MMstry 


I  marry  lovers. 

I  bless  their  children. 

I  baptize  the  believers. 

I  put  God's  rod  and  staflF  into  the  hands  of  the  dying. 

I  bury  the  dead. 

I  tell  of  the  health  and  healing  of  God. 

I  enter  the  joys  and  laughter  of  little  childien. 

I  put  candles  on  birthday  cakes. 

I  renew  hope  and  confidence  in  discouraged  men. 

I  restore  the  fallen. 

I  praise  God  for  the  privilege  of  holding  before  men  their  true  great- 
ness, man's  shining  glory. 

I  have  my  say  about  the  organization  and  business  of  the  church. 

I  reach  out  a  hand  across  the  world  in  missions. 

I  am  a  man  of  many  parts. 

This  is  an  interesting  life. 

I  enjoy  my  solitude. 

I  rejoice  in  society. 

I  study  religion. 

I  love  human  nature. 

I  climb  the  altar  stairs  to  God. 

I  am  a  man  under  orders  not  from  any  one  man,  but  the  Son  of  man. 

I  am  not  a  time  server;  no  time  is  my  own,  yet  all  time  is  my  own. 

I  am  not  dominated  by  any  man;  yet  I  am  debtor  to  all  men. 

I  am  a  fellow  worker  with  God — a  man  under  compassion  and  com- 
pulsion to  serve. 

I  share  in  the  building  of  the  kingdom;  building  this  kingdom  out  of 
the  routine  of  the  day  as  earthborn  men  come  to  believe  in  them- 
selves as  the  children  of  the  Most  High. 

I  preach  the  love  of  God,  our  Father;  the  saving  grace  of  Christ, 
our  Lord;  and  the  privilege  and  joy  of  man's  spiritual  heritage  as 
a  child  of  God. 

I  am  blessed  beyond  measure.  As  a  minister  of  the  gospel  my  cup 

runneth  over. 

— Frederick  W.  Heifer 
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Do  You  Want  to  Be 
a  Minister? 

(Continued  from  page  40) 

walks  with  the  Man  of  Nazareth. 
Jesus  of  history  and  Christ  of  the 
unending  ages.  He  has  fellowship 
with  the  Apostles — and  shares  a 
heritage  with  the  noble  and  good  of 
all  time.  He  walks  in  this  world  and 
in  the  world  to  come  he  will  not  be  a 
total  stranger  to  whatever  God  has 
in  store  for  those  who  love  him. 

If  You  Choose  the  Ministry 

In  a  brief  paragraph  my  sugges- 
tion for  men  choosing  the  ministry  is 
this:  Be  a  good  man.  Character  is  a 
necessity  in  this  business.  When  a 
man's  character  fades  out,  he  is 
through  as  a  minister.  A  man  must 
be  a  man  of  truth.  He  is  to  exercise 
tact.  But  he  must  be  more  than  a 
palaverer  in  a  tailcoat,  or  robe.  Be 
sincere,  "without  wax."  Have  cour- 
age— and  if  ever  it  is  necessary  to 
choose  between  courage  and  caution, 
choose  courage.  Be  venturesome  for 
God  in  peace  and  war,  in  industrial 
dispute  and  racial  issues  and  inter- 
national conflicts.  And  have  an  intel- 
ligent, open-mindedness  in  your 
appraisal  of  the  world  religions. 
jBe  a  man  of  education,  as  well  as 
'emotion.  Needed  is  grade  school, 
liigh  school,  college,  seminary  and 
•university  experience;  and  a  continu- 
ing scholarly  attitude  toward  human- 
ity and  the  universe  always.  Hold  on 
to  your  sense  of  humor  and  see  the 
funny  side   of  life,   as   well   as   the 
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serious.  God  knows  you'll  need  the 
relaxing  healing  of  laughter — and  so 
will  your  people.  Along  with  your 
love  of  God,  a  love  of  the  people 
is  most  important  in  your  ministry. 
A  minister  sees  people  in  their  sub- 
limity and  in  their  shame.  He  must 
assure  them  that  their  heart  songs 
are  real;  and  that  the  people,  all 
the  people,  are  the  children  of  God. 


ANSWER 

to 
"White  Christmas" 

GEN.  GEORGE  S.  PATTON,  JR. 
Patton  has  been  labeled  "one  of  the 
most  courageous  and  colorful  mili- 
tary commanders  in  U.S.  history." 
It  was  Patton's  famed  Third  Army 
that  stormed  the  fortress  of  Metz — 
the  first  time  the  stronghold  had 
fallen  by  assault  in  fifteen  hundred 
years  of  warfare.  Later,  in  Decem- 
ber 1944,  the  Third  Army  checked 
Von  Rundstedt's  forty-five  mile  wide 
breach  of  the  Bulge.  One  of  his 
units  traveled  124  miles  in  twenty- 
four  hours  to  rescue  Bastogne's 
trapped  infantrymen.  Eisenhower 
termed  the  Third  Army  "perhaps 
the  most  spectacular  ever  seen  in 
modern  mobile  warfare." 
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DAFFYNITION 

Accordionist:  One  who  plays  both  ends 
against  the  middle. — Jack  Herbert. 
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By  Charlotte  and  Dan  Ross 


STEWARDESS  Sue  Bradley 
wasn't  upset  about  the  extra 
Christmas  Eve  flight  to  New  York. 
Her  boy  friend,  Private  Bill  Haines, 
had  arrived  there  on  his  way  home 
from  camp  early  in  the  evening.  This 
meant  they  could  meet  there.  They 
might  be  able  to  attend  midnight 
church  together  in  the  big  cathedral 
on  Fifth  Avenue  and  afterwards 
brave  the  frosty  night  for  a  quick 
look  at  the  giant  tree  and  decorations 


at  Rockefeller  Plaza.  And  on  Christ- 
mas morning  they'd  catch  the  first 
flight  back  to  Boston  in  time  for  Bill 
to  take  her  home  to  dinner  with  his 
family  and  slip  on  her  diamond. 

The  last  scheduled  plane  had  its 
full  load  of  passengers  when  the  little 
man  stepped  hesitantly  through  the 
revolving  doors  of  Trans-American's 
Logan  Airport  Terminal  and  ap- 
proached the  ticket  counter. 

The  clerk,  anxious  to  be  at  home 


Trans-American  advertised  they'd  schedule  a  plane  for  one 
passenger.  And  they  did — even  though  it  was  Christmas  Eve 
and  the  single  passenger  a  roly-poly  little  man  with  a  beard 
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with  her  family,  had  a  distinct  feel- 
ing the  httle  stranger  meant  trouble. 
Trans-American  required  no  reserva- 
tions for  their  hourly  Boston  to  New 
York  flights.  And  they  promised  no 
passenger  would  be  grounded,  even 
though  it  meant  sending  out  an  extra 
plane. 

It  hadn't  happened  often.  But  now 
the  clerk  sensed  a  crisis  in  the  late 
appearance  of  the  round-faced 
oldster  with  his  short,  white  beard. 
He  was  an  extra.  To  get  him  to  New 
York  would  mean  another  flight. 

The  rotund  Httle  man  was  modest- 
ly dressed  in  a  plain  black  overcoat 
and  hat.  He  laid  down  his  valise  and 
leaned  across  the  counter  with  his 
short  white  beard  jutting  straight 
out.  He  beamed  at  her  and  said:  "I'd 
like  a  ticket  to  New  York." 

The  dreary  waiting  room  was 
festooned  with  tired  green  streamers 
intended  to  suggest  pine  greens.  The 
loudspeaker  in  the  ceiling  gave  out 
a  soft  organ  rendition  of  an  old 
carol.  In  such  an  atmosphere  the 
clerk  decided  on  a  smile  even  in  the 
face  of  calamity. 

"Yes,"  she  said  awkwardly  as  she 
made  out  the  ticket,  "You'll  have  to 
wait  a  few  minutes.  The  other  pas- 
sengers are  about  to  leave  on  the  last 
plane.  We'll  have  to  schedule  another 
flight." 

The  stout  man  looked  interested. 
^Well,  I  don't  mind.  I'm  used  to 
traveling  alone."  And  carefully  he 
counted  out  the  fare  with  his  pudgy 
fingers. 

The  clerk  decided  he  was  Pennsyl- 
vania Dutch.  Nice  but  sort  of  queer. 
He  took  his  ticket  and,  picking  up 
his  bag,  trotted  over  to  a  bench  and 


sat  down.  He  then  took  out  a  sheaf 
of  papers  and  laid  them  on  his  lap. 
Putting  on  a  pair  of  old-fashioned, 
rimless  glasses  he  studied  the  papers 
with  stem  concentration. 

OUT  on  the  runway  the  extra 
plane  taxied  up.  Waiting  for 
last  minute  checks  and  fuel,  the  pilot. 
Rod  Cartwright,  gave  the  rest  of  the 
crew  a  lecture. 

"Only  Trans-American  could  cook 
up  a  mess  hke  this  on  Christmas 
Eve,"  he  complained.  He  was  a 
family  man  with  three  kids,  a  spotted 
dog  and  a  lovely  wife  and  he  wanted 
to  be  home. 

Sue  Bradley,  the  stewardess, 
teased  him:  "Want  to  finish  trim- 
ming the  tree?" 

Rod  grimaced.  "Fat  chance!  I 
won't  get  back  till  tomorrow  after- 
noon if  I'm  lucky.  All  week  I've  been 
at  the  Community  Club  decorating 
for  the  Christmas  morning  party  and 
I'll  miss  it.  They  found  out  I  used 
to  be  a  commercial  artist  and  roped 
me  in  to  paint  old  Santa  and  his 
reindeer!  I  worked  on  it  so  long  I 
can  almost  see  it  in  front  of  me  now." 

"There's  a  nice  Santa  on  Boston 
Common  and  a  Nativity  scene  with 
lovely  lighting,"  Sue  told  him.  "I  had 
a  walk  out  there  earlier." 

"Better  locate  your  passenger," 
Rod  said.  "TeU  him  he's  a  headache!" 

"Fine  Christmas  spirit,"  Sue 
laughed.  "He's  probably  somebody 
anxious  to  get  home  to  his  family." 

"And  taking  me  from  mine,"  Rod 
complained. 

Sue  led  the  little  man  across  to 
the  plane  under  the  bright  starlit 
sky.  It  was  frosty  but  there  was  no 
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snow.  The  stout  man  puffed  and  his 
breath  vapored  a  pattern  in  the 
crisp  air. 

"Have  you  flown  often?"  Sue 
asked. 

The  little  man  chuckled,  "I  make  a 
trip  once  a  year.  First  time  I've  used 
your  line." 

"Are  you  going  home  for  Christ- 
mas?" 

"Making  a  trip,"  he  smiled  behind 
his  white  beard.  "Transportation 
broke  down  and  Tm  using  your  plane 
until  I  get  a  replacement." 

It  made  no  sense  to  Sue  but  she 
returned  his  smile.  When  she  had 
him  safely  seated  in  the  plane  and 
the  motors  began  to  warm  for  take- 
off she  warned:  "You'll  have  to  fasten 
your  safety  belt  now." 

"Oh,  really?"  The  old  gentleman 
seemed  amused.  "Never  used  one 
before."  He  linked  the  straps  across 
his  ample  stomach,  then  glanced  at 
her  with  a  twinkle  in  his  eyes.  "Al- 
most didn't  fit." 

When  they  were  in  the  air,  she 
brought  him  some  magazines.  "I'm 
afraid  these  are  all  Christmas  issues 


and  full  of  the  usual,  awful,  com- 
mercial Christmas  syrup.  It's  awful 
the  way  they  spoil  Christmas!" 

For  a  moment  the  little  man 
seemed  sad  and  then  he  brightened. 
"Don't  worry  about  it,  my  dear. 
Christmas  is  much  older  than  you  or 
Madison  Avenue.  I'm  sure  it  will 
somehow  survive  in  a  very  healthy 
state." 

She  laughed.  "I'm  really  not  cyni- 
cal. I  think  it's  the  nicest  time  of 
year." 

The  white  beard  pointed  up  at 
her.  "The  busiest  anyhow." 

In  the  comfortable  warmth  of  the 
dimly  lit  plane  Sue  felt  relaxed  and 
happy.  On  a  sudden  impulse  she 
said,  "I  like  your  beard." 

"Thank  you,"  the  old  man 
chuckled.  "I'm  afraid  it's  not  very 
modern." 

"It's  grand!"  Sue  sighed.  "We  get 
so  many  grandfathers  trying  to  look 
like  their  grandsons  it's  a  relief  to 
see  an  honest,  happy  face  like  yours 
— ^with  a  beard." 

"Nice  of  you  to  say  it,"  the  old 
man  told  her. 

She  blushed  prettily.  "Would  you 
like  coffee  and  sandwiches?" 

"Coffee,  yes.  Sandwiches,  no.  A 
few  friends  of  mine  will  be  leaving 
me  lunch." 

She  got  him  the  coffee  and  went 
back  to  the  cockpit  where  the  crew 
were  also  having  a  cup. 

"How's  the  weather?"  she  asked. 

"Clear,"  Rod  told  her.  "Should  be 
there  in  about  thirty  minutes." 

When  she  went  back  into  the 
cabin  the  old  gentleman  was  dozing. 
As  she  passed,  he  opened  his  eyes 
and  smiled. 
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"Are  there  any  doors  in  the  plane 
besides  the  one  I  came  in?"  he  asked. 

"There's  a  safety  exit  just  opposite 
you,"  she  explained.  "In  case  of  an 
accident." 

She  stayed  and  chatted  awhile, 
telhng  him  about  the  crew  members 
and  their  plans  for  the  holiday.  And 
about  the  boy  in  service  she  was 
meeting  in  New  York.  The  old  man 
listened  with  poHte  interest. 

"Well,"  he  sighed.  "I  owe  them  all 
a  debt  for  getting  me  on  my  journey 
tonight.  I'll  worry  until  eveiy^  one  of 
you  is  safely  home  again." 

She  left  him  and  went  out  front 
with  the  crew.  Jack  Edwards  looked 
up  from  the  radio  suddenly  with  an 
odd  expression.  "Funny!  There's 
static  right  across  the  waveband.  I 
can't  get  a  thing!" 

They  all  became  alert.  Rod 
snapped:   "What's  the  static  Hke?" 

The  radio  man  looked  embar- 
rassed. "Sounds  Hke  a  lot  of  sleigh- 
bells." 

"Sleighbells!"  Rod  exclaimed. 
"You  must  be  nuts!"  Then  it  was  his 
turn  to  register  alarm  and  surprise. 
"Look,  out  there,"  he  said.  "We're 
heading  straight  into  the  very  worst 
land  of  blizzard!" 

Sue  looked  out  and  saw  the  driv- 
ing white  torrent  of  snow.  "But  it 
was  clear." 

"How's  the  radio?"  Rod  called  to 
Jack. 

"Still  sleighbells,"  he  answered. 

Rod  spoke  grimly  as  the  snow 
closed  in.  "We're  altering  course, 
with  or  without  benefit  of  radio." 
The  plane  dipped  as  he  set  it  on  a 
different  route. 

"Can't  understand   it,"   Rod   said 


tensely.  "Everywhere  we  turn  there's 
snow.  We'll  have  to  try  a  wide  circle. 
Keep  after  the  airport.  Jack.  We'll  be 
fifteen  minutes  late  anyway." 

THE  storm  went  on  and  then 
cleared  as  suddenly  as  it  had 
begun.  And  Jack  called  that  the  radio 
was  also  free  of  static  again.  Sue  was 
going  back  to  the  cabin  when  she 
saw  Jack  raise  his  hand  and  gasp. 
She  waited,  sensing  the  news  was 
serious. 

His  face  pale  he  told  them;  "Crash 
at  LaGuardia.  A  jet  from  Columbus. 
Luckily  everyone  was  able  to  get 
off  before  she  burned  up.  We'll  be 
coming  in  under  special  guidance." 

Rod  glanced  at  him.  "That  was  a 
lucky  snow  squall.  If  we'd  been  on 
schedule  we'd  sure  have  messed  up 
with  that  jet  from  Columbus.  There 
would  have  been  a  collision  instead 
of  just  a  crash." 

"I'll  get  back  to  my  httle  old  man," 
Sue  gave  a  sigh  of  relief.  "And  tell 
him  how  the  snow  and  sleighbells 
saved  us." 

But  when  she  stepped  into  the 
cabin  he  was  gone.  She  hurried  down 
the  aisle  and  saw  that  his  bag,  hat 
and  overcoat  were  all  missing.  She 
went  to  the  wash  room  and  tried  the 
handle.  The  door  swung  open  and 
there  was  no  one  inside. 

With  a  cry  of  panic  she  ran  to  the 
cockpit  and  called  Rod.  "Something's 
wrong." 

"Now  what?"  he  asked  as  he 
joined  her  in  the  cabin. 

"Our  passenger!  He's  vanished!" 

Rod  made  his  own  quick  search 
and  then  he  bent  down  by  the 
emergency    door    and   found   some- 
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thing  white.  A  corner  of  a  sheet  of 
paper.  He  tore  it  free  and  looked  at 
it  and  then  at  Sue  with  a  puzzled 
expression. 

"Strange  thing,"  he  said.  "I  didn't 
mention  it  before.  But  when  those 
snow  squalls  headed  us  oflf  I  kept 
seeing  something  right  in  the  middle 
of  them.  Old  Santa  and  his  reindeer. 
I  figured  it  was  a  hangover  from  my 
painting." 

"So  what?"  Sue  asked. 

"And  Jack  said  the  static  sounded 
like  sleighbells,"  Rod  mused  on. 
"And  if  it  hadn't  been  for  that  we'd 
likely  have  collided   with  the   jet." 

Sue  began  to  follow  his  thinking. 
She  exclaimed:  "My  passenger  was  a 
stout  little  man  with  a  white  beard." 

Rod  reached  out  and  took  the 
passenger  list  from  under  her  arm. 
"Let's  see  what  it  says."  He  read  the 
sheet  with  a  grin.  "K.  Kringle,  ad- 
dress: General  DeHvery,  Boston, 
Mass."  He  shook  his  head.  "Honey, 


his  address  could  be  any  post  oflBce. 
You  and  that  booking  clerk  were 
never  very  strong  on  imagination." 

"You  don't  mean?" 

Rod  said.  "I  guess  we  took  him  as 
far  as  he  needed  to  go." 

She  stared  at  him.  "You  think  he 
used  the  emergency  door  to  leave?" 

"Somewhere  over  Long  Island. 
Just  about  the  time  we  hit  that  freak 
storm.  That's  when  he  picked  up 
his  other  transportation." 

"But  it  doesn't  make  sense!  We'd 
know!  The  door — " 

"That  little  man  has  a  special 
knack  with  doors  and  people.  He  left 
a  part  of  one  of  his  letters  in  the 
door."  Rod  read  from  the  torn  sheet 
of  paper:  "Dear  Santa:  This  year  I'd 
like  a — " 

Sue  didn't  let  him  read  any 
further.  "I  don't  believe  it!" 

Rod  laughed.  "Neither  will  anyone 
else." 

"What  will  we  say  when  we  ar- 
rive;^ 


The  pilot  scratched  his  ear.  "We 
delivered  our  fare  to  where  he 
wanted  to  go.  So  I'd  just  go  through 
the  usual  motions  and  I'll  bet  no 
one  wiU  notice  we  didn't  bring  any- 
one in.  There's  bound  to  be  lots  of 
excitement  at  the  airport."  He  started 
back  to  the  cockpit. 

"Oh,  Rod!"  she  called  after  him. 
**Why  do  you  suppose  he  took  this 
flight?  Perhaps  he  needed  a  different 
sleigh  or  a  fresh  set  of  reindeer — " 
She  raised  a  hand  to  her  head  in  dis- 
may. "Listen  to  me!  I'm  talking  like 
a  little  girl!" 

Rod  grinned.  "Why  not?  Christmas 
is  for  youngsters.  And  we're  five 
minutes  into  it  already." 

Then  he  went  on  forward  and  left 
her  alone  in  the  dim  cabin.  She  sat 
in  the  seat  nearest  the  emergency 
exit  and  stared  out  at  the  purple- 
black  December  night,  with  its 
glitter  of  stars.  And  all  at  once  she 
was  certain  she  saw  a  familiar  out- 
line of  reindeer  and  a  sleigh  weaving 
high  above  a  rounded  pattern  of  the 
brightest  of  them.  Of  course  she 
couldn't  be  sure. 

Anyway  she  leaned  toward  the 
window  and  lifted  her,  hand  in  a 
faint  gesture  of  farewell.  "Goodnight, 
Mr.  Kringle,"  she  said  softly.  "Thanks 
for  a  Merry  Christmas."  ■  ■ 

• 

Tourist  asked  old  man  in  small 
town,  "Any  big  men  bom  around 
here?"  and  the  native  replied,  "Nope. 
Best  we  can  do  is  babies.  Different 
in  the  city,  I  suppose." 

Don*t  worry  about  friends,  they'll 
always  be  around  when  they  need 
you. 


e  Joeggar 


By  Richard  R.   Smith 


THE  APPOINTMENT 

If  I  put  off  my  time  of  prayer, 

I  leave  my  Father  waiting  there. 

And  tho'  he  patiently  persists 

A  prayer  unsaid  is  one  prayer  missed. 

Thus  I  cannot  afford  delay 

I  need  his  presence  every  day. 


COURAGE 

Courage  is  hard  and  demanding. 
But  a  moment  of  conquering  fears 
Is  less  than  the  cost  of  a  coward 
Who  must  live  with  himself  through  the 
years. 


THE  PRISON 

The  past  can  be  a  prison 
Where  remorse  fights  bitter  wars. 
But  a  faith  in  God's  forgiveness 
Can  remove  the  prison  bars. 


THE  GIVER 

A  faith  that  is  selfish  is  worthless 
No  matter  what  some  people  say; 
The  man  who  retains  his  religion 
Is  the  man  who  can  give  it  away. 


SELF  CONTROL 

O  Father,  grant  me  self-control- 
The  power  to  restrain 
Myself  that  I  may  never  cause 
Some  other  person  pain. 
Help  me  to  think  before  I  act 
That  I  may  choose  the  best. 
For  deeds  can  often  contradict 
The  faith  that  we  profess. 
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^Af^ReaneionLber  BetMehem  ^*^ 


By  Wallace  M.  Hale 


GOD  came  to  earth  in  Bethlehem. 
Here  he  entered  upon  his 
human  manifestation  and  earthly 
sojourn  to  help  all  the  world  to  know 
for  a  certainty  the  way  of  God. 

The  Bible  starts  with,  "In  the  be- 
ginning God  created  the  heavens  and 
the  earth,"  but  it  was  at  Bethlehem 
that  history  had  to  stop  and  catch 
its  breath  for  that  momentous  occa- 
sion is  staggering  in  its  daring.  God 
himself  came  to  earth  in  the  person 
of  his  Son.  At  Bethlehem  he  began 
to  hve  among  us,  minister  to  us,  and 
finally  experience  human  death  for 
us. 

Remember  Bethlehem?  How  can 
one  forget  it,  except  he  has  eyes 
that  see  not  and  ears  that  hear  not. 
Time  cannot  forget,  because  time 
belongs  to  God.  History  had  to  write 
the  facts,  for  history  belongs  to  truth 
and  truth  belongs  to  God.  No,  history 
cannot  forget,  because  there  the  hand 
that  writes  all  the  evidence  of  crea- 
tion must  have  stopped  for  a  moment 
as  it  contemplated  this  most  mo- 
mentous of  all  earthly  events. 

For  Jesus  to  be  born  in  Bethlehem 
by  means  of  human  birth  short- 
circuited  the  evolving  process  of 
nature.   Instead  of  man   continuing 


his  slow  stumbling  and  hopeless 
search  for  God,  God  appeared  out  of 
eternity  and  walked  right  into  time. 
He  came  forth  from  a  mother's  womb 
just  Hke  much  of  his  creation  had 
done.  He  was  forced  into  time,  into  a 
manger.  He  was  forced  from  the 
warmth  and  security  of  his  mother's 
womb  into  the  insecin-ity  of  space 
and  gravity.  He  suffered  the  loneli- 
ness and  fears  of  any  newborn  child. 
He  missed  his  mother's  heartbeat 
and  came  to  know  what  man  really 
felt. 

Remember  Bethlehem?  How  can 
one  forget  the  sight  of  the  Son  of 
God  lying  helplessly  and  hungrily 
on  Mary's  cloak  in  the  hay  that  was 
really  the  domain  of  oxen  and  don- 
keys! Why  would  the  Son  of  God 
"empty  himself  and  take  the  form 
of  a  servant"  (Phil.  2)?  Why  would 
he  who  had  been  the  architect  of  the 
universe  rely  on  the  mere  strength 
of  Joseph's  arms  and  depend  on 
sustenance  from  Mary's  breast? 

History  Led  to  Bethlehem 

As  Jesus  nervously  and  experi- 
mentally flung  his  arms  about  in  the 
hay  of  Bethlehem,  the  hosts  of 
heaven  must  have  stood  dazed  and 
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stunned  at  this  mighty  event  of  the 
incarnation  that  was  to  bridge  the 
chasm  of  sin — the  chasm  that  had 
for  so  long  separated  God  and  man. 
But,  from  where  the  hosts  of  heaven 
stood,  they  could  see  the  perfectly 
straight  and  distinct  path  which  led 
across  time  from  the  sin  of  Adam 
and  Eve  in  the  Garden  of  Eden  to 
the  lowly  stable  in  Bethlehem.  Man 
has  had  more  diflBculty  seeing  this 
path  because  he  tries  to  make  God 
act  and  think  like  he  acts  and  thinks. 

When  Adam  and  Eve  sinned  in 
the  Garden  of  Eden,  God  promised 
Eve  that  her  seed  would  bruise  the 
head  of  the  serpent.  (See  Genesis 
3:15.) 

Then  God  destroyed  the  world  in 
the  flood  because  of  the  sins  of  man 
but  God  chose  Noah  to  build  an  ark 
and  perpetuate  mankind. 

By  faith  Abraham  left  his  home 
in  the  Chaldees  and  journeyed  across 
wide  and  strange  deserts  into  the 
frontiers  of  Canaan.  He  moved  out 
from  Ur  and  left  strange  gods  behind 
because  the  true  God  had  revealed 
himself  to  him.  When  his  wife  was 
too  old  to  bear  children,  miraculously 
she  bore  him  Isaac  who  became  a 
link  in  the  chain  of  God's  covenant. 

Isaac  begat  two  sons,  Esau  and 
Jacob,  and  God  used  the  one  who 
was  sensitive  to  his  voice  and  his 
will.  God  touched  Jacob  and  Jacob 
responded.  He  was  known  as  "The 
Conniver"  or  "The  Supplanter,"  but 
under  the  leadership  of  God,  he 
came  to  be  known  as  "The  Prince  of 
God"  or  "Israel." 

Jacob  begot  Joseph  as  one  of  his 
twelve  sons.  Joseph  had  a  great  mind 
and  great  ability  and  God  used  him 


in  various  ways.  God  let  Joseph  be 
kidnapped  and  taken  as  a  slave  into 
Egypt.  There  he  became  the  Prime 
Minister  and  eventually  saved  his 
entire  family  by  bringing  his  father 
and  brothers  and  their  loved  ones 
to  Egypt.  In  their  usually  industrious 
and  purposeful  way,  the  Jews  be- 
came rich.  This  made  the  Egyptians 
envy  them  and  finally  the  Jews  were 
drafted  into  slavery.  This  was  the 
time  God  was  using  to  mature  the 
Jews  and  temper  them  for  the  times 
that  lay  ahead. 

Finally  God  prepared  Moses  to 
lead  the  Children  of  Israel  out  of 
Egypt.  But,  instead  of  leading  them 
to  a  land  of  ease  and  properity,  he 
led  them  into  the  wilderness  for  forty 
years.  There  the  temple  liturgy  was  S 
developed,  the  Law  was  given,  and  * 
their  way  of  life  as  a  nation  was 
formalized.  But  the  old  generation 
had  to  die  before  Joshua  could  lead 
them  across  the  Jordan  into  The 
Promised  Land.  They  conquered  the 
land  from  the  natives,  but  their  little 
piece  of  nation  stood  at  the  cross- 
roads of  the  world  of  that  day.  Israel 
was  always  threatened  by  the  great 
nations  of  the  Middle  East. 

In  all  these  experiences,  God  laid 
the  foundation  for  saving  sinful  man. 
Here  was  a  mature  people.  They  had 
been  bred  in  the  land  of  the  Chal- 
dees; been  tempered  in  power, 
prosperity,  and  the  slavery  of  Egypt; 
matured  in  the  wilderness  and  in  the 
battle  for  the  land  of  Canaan.  They 
had  enjoyed  the  thrill  of  God's 
leadership  under  the  Judges  and  the 
kingship  of  David,  Solomon  and 
their  successors.  They  had  again 
been  tempered  in  Babylon.  They  had 
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restudied  and  reestabKshed  the  Law. 
Their  concept  of  the  one  God  was 
clear  and  indisputable.  Now  the 
time  had  come  to  press  all  the  Law 
and  the  Prophets  into  one  package 
called  Love.  Man,  being  too  weak 
to  live  by  law,  could  not  surpass  him- 
self if  he  could  be  taught  to  Hve  by 
Love. 

Bethlehem  will  be  remembered  as 
the  point  in  time  where  God  came 
to  earth  to  Hve  with  men  and  to 
demonstrate  by  his  life  the  way  of 
love. 

The  Need  to  Remember  Bethlehem 

This  world  needs  a  Savior.  The 
unhappiness  of  our  time  and  the 
sins  of  each  of  us  indicate  our  need 
for  some  power  outside  ourselves. 
We  seek  for  truth,  but  not  very  hard. 
We  seek  for  the  good,  but  are  unde- 
cided about  what  is  good.  Few  of 
us  are  willing  to  discipline  ourselves, 
and  when  we  do  so  we  often  make 
discipline  an  end  in  itself. 

We  need  to  remember  Bethlehem 
as  one  of  the  best  examples  of  how 
God  works.  God  could  have  planned 
for  Jesus  to  be  born  the  Son  of 
the  High  Priest  instead  of  the 
lowly  Mary — her  home  the  home 
of  a  peasant.  He  could  have  had 
him  born  in  a  mansion  or  in  a  castle 
or  a  fortress,  but  in  his  providence 
he  caused  Mary  and  Joseph  to  arrive 
at  the  inn  late  where  they  were 
forced  to  take  their  lodging  in  a 
cave  back  of  the  inn.  There  Jesus 
was  bom  in  a  lowly  manger.  Did 
not  God  mean  to  show  the  world 
that  the  real  power  of  the  universe 
lay  not  in  riches  or  comfort,  or 
weapons,    or   grandeur,  but  in  the 


simple  things?  Indeed,  is  it  not  true 
that  the  life  of  common  man,  any 
man,  linked  with  God  the  most 
powerful  force  the  world  can  con- 
ceive? It  is  at  Bethlehem  where  man 
can  see  his  own  potential  when  he 
lets  God  use  him.  Mortal  Mary  could 
become  the  means  for  God  to  reveal 
himself  to  mankind. 

At  Bethlehem  God  used  the 
simple  things  to  confound  the 
mighty.  Simeon  and  Anna  saw  this 
great  thing  and  prophesied  the  fu- 
ture of  Jesus.  The  Wise  Men  from 
the  East  followed  the  rays  of  the 
Star  and  came  o£Fering  gold,  frankin- 
cense and  myrrh.  The  shepherds 
heard  the  announcement  and  has- 
tened to  Bethlehem  and  returned 
glorifying  God. 

On  the  other  hand,  there  were 
those  who  slept  soundly  in  Bethle- 
hem that  night.  They  did  not  see 
the  star  or,  if  they  saw  it,  they  did 
not  see  its  spiritual  implication. 
Doubtless,  there  were  those  who 
laughed  at  the  naivete  of  the  shep- 
herds when  they  told  about  the 
angels  and  their  message. 

Let  Us  Remember  Bethlehem! 

This  Christmas,  in  whatever  post 
or  installation  or  base  we  serve, 
Christmas  will  bring  its  greatest 
blessing  if  we  remember  Bethlehem 
and  grasp  its  meaning. 

I  can  imagine  the  angels  in  heaven 
on  that  holy  night  waiting  excitedly 
for  this  miracle  to  take  place.  Then 
I  can  hear  the  bells  of  heaven  peal- 
ing forth  the  announcement  of  the 
birth  of  Jesus  and  the  angels  begin 
to  sing,  "Glory  to  God  in  the  high- 
est."   What    an    eventi    Christ   had 
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moved  from  the  Eternal  to  the  earth- 
ly. He  had  taken  on  the  body  of  a 
human  being  and  voluntarily  sub- 
jected himself  to  privations,  wants, 
all  the  frailties  of  man.  But  what  a 
break  for  us  for  he  was  called  Im- 
manuel,  God  with  us.  He  was  named 
Jesus  for  he  would  save  his  people 
from  their  sins.  He  became  known 
as  Christ  and  Savior. 

Beginning  at  Bethlehem,  Jesus 
lived  out  his  earthly  cycle  until 
finally  sin  did  its  deadly  work  and 
put  him  to  death  on  the  cross.  Not 
his  own  sins  but  oursl  The  Babe  of 
Bethlehem  became  the  Man  of  Gali- 
lee and  the  Christ  of  Calvary.  So 
Jesus  died  for  the  sins  of  the  whole 
world.  And  then  Easter  came  and 
Christ  arose  and  showed  forth  the 
true  power  of  God  to  conquer 
death  and  hell  not  only  for  himself 
but  for  all  those  who  would  believe 
on  him. 

Yes,  let  us  remember  Bethlehem. 
Let  us  remember  it  quietly  and 
reverently.  Let  us  give  thanks  to 
God  that  he  has  expressed  so  great 
love  for  you  and  me  and  every  other 
individual  that  he  gave  his  only  be- 
gotten Son  that  whosoever  believeth 
on  him  should  not  perish  but  might 
have  everlasting  life. 

I  will  remember  Bethlehem,  even 
if  I  forget  everything  else!         ■  ■ 


PRIVATE  BATTLE 

When  this  is  won,  no  chirp  or  roll 
Of   fife   or   drum   alerts   the   corps; 
For  if  the  heart  attains  a  goal 
Its   fight  was  waged   inside   the  foul — 
Where  nmie  can  hear  the  cannon  roar. 
— Georgette  Weiser 
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KNOW  what  the  longest  hockey 
game  on  record  is?  The  Detroit 
Red  Wings  were  pitted  against  the 
Montreal  Maroons  on  March  24, 
1936.  After  one  hour  the  score  was 
1  to  1  .  .  .  the  game  proceeded  past 
midnight  into  the  next  day.  Finally 
Hec  Kilrea  of  Detroit  scored  the 
winning  point  on  March  251  Time — 
almost  4  hours! 

•  The  Les  Canadiens  had  one  of 
the  most  successful  home  stands  in 
hockey  history.  During  the  season 
of  1943  this  wonderful  team  played 
25  games  at  home  .  .  .  they  won  22 
and  tied  31 

•  There  was  once  a  female  guide 
who  showed  fishermen  in  the  Maine 
woods  where  the  "big  ones"  were. 
What's  so  unusual  about  this — other 
than  the  fact  that  she  was  a  female? 
Well,  this  woman,  whose  name  was 
Cornelia  Crosby,  stood  6  feet  tall 
and  was  a  guide  for  over  70  years. 
She  caught  more  fish  than  any  other 
fisherman  around.  She  died  at  the 
ripe  age  of  93  in  1946. 

•  Bronko  Nagurski  was  often  called 
the  greatest  football  player.  He  was 
so  good  that  in  1929  he  was  picked 
for  twa  All-American  positions  .  .  . 
fullback  and  tackle  1 

— Mario  DeMarco 


How  to  Be  Guided  by  God 


By  James  H.  Jauncey 


ONE  of  the  great  advantages  of 
being  a  Christian  is  that  yoxir 
life  is  not  controlled  by  chance.  God 
has  a  plan  for  every  life  so  that 
when  it  is  followed  closely  it  will 
bring  the  maximum  of  usefulness 
and  happiness  to  the  person  con- 
cerned. This  is  called  being  guided 
by  God. 

However,  you  mustn't  think  that 
this  guidance  comes  in  a  supernat- 
ural way.  You  won't  hear  a  voice 
out  of  the  sky,  and  you  are  not  likely 
to  experience  miraculous  signs.  Of 
course,  God  did  sometimes  speak 
this  way  to  great  men  in  the  past, 
but  that  was  so  extremely  unusual 
that  we  should  not  expect  anything 
Hke  that. 

The  secret  of  being  guided  by 
God  is  being  in  the  place  where  God 
can  do  the  guiding.  It  is  not  a  mat- 
ter of  certain  techniques  that  you 
learn.  It  is  possessing  a  certain  state 
of  heart  and  mind. 

To  put  it  briefly,  there  are  two 
conditions  to  be  fulfilled  before  one 
can  be  in  the  place  where  God's 
guidance  can  be  guaranteed.  The 
first  of  these  is  to  be  clear  of  knoWn 
sin,  and  the  second  is  to  be  com- 
pletely surrendered  to  God. 

The  presence  of  unforgiven  sin  in 
the  life  is  hke  dirt  and  grease  in 
electrical  circuits.  It  can  effectively 


stop  the  current  from  flowing.  God 
is  very  particular  in  this  way.  If 
we  are  aware  of  something  that  is 
wrong  in  our  Uves,  and  we  are  un- 
willing to  give  it  up,  it  will  always 
effectively  block  his  guidance.  Of 
course,  this  does  not  mean  sinless 
perfection.  We  can  never  achieve 
that,  but  we  can  practice  that  hon- 
esty with  God  which  will  enable  us 
to  give  up  and  ask  his  forgiveness 
about  anything  in  the  life  which 
we  feel  to  be  wrong. 

The  second  condition  is  the  will- 
ingness to  carry  out  anything  that 
we  feel  God  wants  us  to  do.  If  we 
take  the  electrical  circuit  illustration 
again,  resistance  is  the  property  of 
some  metals  which  can  stop  current. 
So  also  can  resistance  to  the  will  of 
God  stop  his  messages  coming 
through  into  our  fives.  We  have  to 
be  wilHng  to  do  anything  that  he 
will  have  us  do  without  any  reserva- 
tions whatsoever. 

When  these  two  conditions  are 
fulfilled  to  the  best  of  our  ability, 
then  our  fives  fie  plastic  in  the  hands 
of  God,  and  he  can  shape  them  and 
direct  them  according  to  his  own 
purposes. 

It  is  important  to  remember  that 
God's  guidance  is  not  a  substitute 
for  honest  thinking.  God  wants  to 
permeate     our     fives     and     think 
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through  our  minds  so  we  will  come 
to  the  right  decision. 

So  the  thing  to  do  when  we  come 
to  a  place  where  we  have  to  make  a 
decision  is  to  bathe  the  whole  matter 
in  prayer  and  then  think  the  thing 
through  to  the  best  of  our  ability 
after  accumulating  all  the  informa- 
tion that  we  can.  The  likehhood 
then  is  that  a  decision  that  we  come 
to  will  be  the  will  of  God. 

When  we  come  to  such  a  decision, 
it  should  be  remembered  that  it  is 
not  infallible.  Mistakes  can  creep 
in.  We  could  be  wrong.  So,  when  we 
begin  to  move  forward  in  the  di- 
rection of  the  decision,  we  should 
do  so  carefully,  still  asking  for 
guidance  and  help. 

If  the  decision  is  in  line  with  the 
will  of  God,  the  way  will  open  up 


for  it  to  be  carried  out  and  also  there 
will  be  a  sense  of  peace  and  quiet- 
ness in  the  mind  which  gives  one  the 
inner  feelings  that  we  are  treading 
in  God's  path. 

So  there  is  nothing  really  mys- 
terious about  guidance  at  all.  It  is 
God's  gift  to  every  one  of  us,  if  we 
will  go  about  it  in  the  right  way. 
It  takes  practice  like  everything  else, 
but,  as  we  go  along  in  life,  if  we  are 
constantly  aware  of  the  presence  of 
God  and  devoted  to  him  in  the 
way  we  have  been  talking  about, 
we  can  have  the  assurance  that,  al- 
though we  cannot  see  the  future  or 
the  circumstances  round  about  us, 
we  can  travel  steadily  in  the  direc- 
tion in  which  Almighty  God  wants 
us  to  go. 
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Oh  Christmas  J^ight 

What  are  the  candles  you  will  light 

On  Christmas  night? 
Will  you  light  a  candle  of  faith  in  God, 
And  one  of  hope  for  the  path  untrod. 
And  place  them  upon  your  windowsill? 
Yet  deep  in  your  heart  may  another  glow. 
The  candle  of  love,  that  long  ago 
God  lighted  for  men  with  glad  good-will. 
Sending  a  Son  for  the  world's  Great  Light 

On  Christmas  night. 

— Belle   Chapman    Morrill 
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Thank  (jod 
and  T'ake  Qourage 

By  W.  B.  J.  Martin 


LIKE  the  last  movement  of  Bee- 
thoven's ¥ijth  Symphony,  the 
eighth  chapter  of  Romans  is  crowded 
with  triumphant  aflfirmations,  one 
leaping  out  of  the  other  like  the 
waves  of  the  sea,  and  culminating  in 
a  mighty  crescendo  with  the  proud, 
defiant  question,  "If  God  is  for  us, 
who  is  against  us?" 

Paul  was  not  making  an  empty 
boast;  his  statement  emerged,  like 
the  sea  waves,  "out  of  the  depths"; 
it  arose,  like  Beethoven's  finale,  out 
of  desperate  inner  struggle  and  after 
a  realistic  encounter  with  the  forces 
of  nihilism  and  despair. 

We    Are    Better    Than    We    Think 
We  Are— If  .  .  . 

As  a  teacher  of  homiletics,  I  once 
lectured  to  chaplains  at  a  famous 
Navy  Base,  and  was  invited  to  take 
coflFee  with  an  officer  of  the  Marine 
Corps.  Very  soon  he  proceeded  to 
give  me  a  lecture  in  homiletics. 
"Only  one  sermon  is  needed  here," 
he  said,  "a  simple  sermon  with  two 
points.  First,  tell  them  that  they  are 


better  than  they  think  they  are.  Sec- 
ond, tell  them  that  God  is  on  their 
side." 

At  first  glance  this  looks  like  what 
Paul  was  saying  also.  We  are  better 
than  we  think  we  are!  "There  is  now 
therefore  no  condemnation  .  .  .  we 
are  sons  not  slaves  .  .  .  children  of 
God  .  .  .  heirs  of  God  and  fellow- 
heirs  with  Christ  .  .  .  more  than  con- 
querors." God  is  on  our  side!  "He 
that  spared  not  his  own  son  .  .  . 
will  he  not  also  give  us  all  things." 
But  Paul's  words  are  not  slogans  to 
put  heart  into  recruits-in-training, 
or  to  give  uncertain  adolescents  a 
good  conceit  of  themselves. 

Paul  is  reporting  his  discovery  of 
the  triumphant  adequacy  of  God- 
in-Christ.  He  is  making  a  statement 
which  has  first  taken  the  full  meas- 
ure of  man's  sin  and  helplessness. 
(We  cannot  read  chapter  eight 
without  first  soaking  ourselves  in 
chapter  seven.)  Above  all,  we  can- 
not understand  Paul's  words  if  we 
read  them  out  of  context.  It  is  to 
those  who  are  "in  Christ  Jesus,"  to 


Dr.  Martin  is  professor  of  Homiletics,  Perkins  School  of  Theology, 
Dallas,  Tex. 
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those  who  "walk  in  the  spirit,"  to 
those  who  have  repudiated  the  slave 
mentality  and  accepted  their  status 
as  "sons,"  that  his  words  apply  and 
his  testimony  is  given. 

We  dare  not  lightly  appropriate 
the  glowing  promises  of  chapter 
eight.  They  only  make  sense  if  we 
have  first  faced  the  radical  help- 
lessness of  man  apart  from  God. 
They  are  only  a  promise  to  men  who 
accept  the  demands  implicit  in  the 
promise,  especially  the  demand  for 
repentance,  that  is,  a  new  orientation 
of  life. 

Many  people  are  seeking  to  ob- 
tain what  Dietrich  Bonhoeffer  la- 
belled "cheap  grace."  They  stress 
only  the  comfortable  words,  "we 
know  that  all  things  work  together 
for  good,"  ignoring  the  words  that 
follow — "to  them  that  love  God."  It 
is  one  of  the  virtues  of  the  Revised 
Standard  Version  that  it  puts  be- 
yond all  doubt  the  real  thrust  of 
Paul's  words:  ''We  know  that  in 
everything  God  works  for  good  with 
those  who  love  him,  who  are  called 
according  to  his  purpose." 

An  Over-arching  Purpose 

Every  pastor  knows  the  dismaying 
experience  of  being  sought  by 
young  people  with  personal  prob- 
lems and  finding  it  well-nigh  im- 
possible to  help  them  when  they 
have  no  over-all  pattern  of  belief. 
If  they  have  no  conviction  that  the 
world  is  enclosed  in  any  over-arch- 
ing purpose,  no  gripping  sense  of 
vocation  beyond  that  of  accumulat- 
ing enough  marketable  skill  to  earn 
a  living  and  to  have  a  "good  time," 
they  are  almost  beyond  help.  Then 
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they  are  only  seeking  temporary 
easement,  not  a  permanent  solution; 
only  trying  to  rearrange  the  bits 
and  pieces  of  their  hves  within  the 
old  self-centered  context,  instead  of 
realizing  what  it  means  to  live  life 
in  a  new  context,  the  context  of 
those  who  are  "called  according  to 
his  purpose." 

Paul,  too,  knew  such  people,  and 
it  is  instructive  to  observe  how  he 
dealt  with  them.  He  put  before  them 
a  vision  of  life  that  rebuked  their 
easy-going  mediocrity.  He  offered 
them  an  existence  in  which  they 
could  be  "more  than  conquerors," 
a  challenge  to  share  in  the  creative 
and  redemptive  passion  of  God,  and 
even  to  contribute  by  their  personal 
faithfulness  to  the  redemption  of  a 
broken,  estranged  and  imperfect  uni- 
verse! S 

He  began  by  convicting  men  of  " 
sin,  some  say.  Certainly  the  seventh 
chapter  of  Romans  left  men  in  no 
doubt  about  the  radical  character  of 
their  phght  and  their  helplessness. 
But,  observe,  it  is  his  own  sinful 
condition  that  Paul  reports,  and  he 
shares  it  with  his  readers,  being  con- 
fident that  his  personal  testimony  will 
awaken  an  echo  in  every  genuine 
heart.  But  his  chief  concern  was  to 
assure  men  that  they  need  not 
languish  in  defeat  and  triviality  and 
moral  bondage;  it  was  to  summon 
them  to  Hve  victoriously  as  children 
of  God  ought  to  live. 

Above  all,  he  stressed  the  fact  of 
"calling."  Every  man  is  "called"  to 
respond  to  God,  to  interpret  and  live 
his  life  in  answer  to  God's  intention 
for  him.  Like  trumpet  calls,  the 
magnificent  words  sound  forth,  "For 


those  whom  he  foreknew  he  also 
predestined  .  .  .  called  .  .  .  justified 
.  .  .  glorified*'*  What  a  pity  that  these 
words  have  become  theological 
counters,  subject  to  endless  debate 
and  ecclesiastical  controversy.  Like 
Milton's   devils,   we 

.  .  .  reason  high  of  Providence,  Fore- 
knowledge, will  and  fate — 

Fixed  fate,  free  will,  foreknowledge 
absolute. 

And  find  no  end  in  wandering  mazes 
lost.  .  .  . 

instead  of  sharing  PauFs  passionate 
conviction  enshrined  in  these  words, 
that  our  human  lives  are  held  in  the 
hands  of  God,  and  that  we  are  most 
fully  human  and  most  genuinely 
free  when  we  make  the  whole  of  life 
our  response  to  his  love.  The  good 
news  is  that  we  are  not  puppets  or 
billiard  balls,  manipulated  or  pushed 
about  by  some  external  force,  but 
persons  capable  of  responding  to 
personal  love  and  personal  purpose. 

"All  my  life,"  said  a  young  man 
recently,  "I  have  been  reacting  in- 
stead of  responding;  I  have  been 
pushed  around  by  public  opinion  or 
other  people  or  fashion.  Now  I  see 
that  I  was  meant  to  respond,  from 
my  own  deep  inner  center,  to  Some- 
one who  meets  me  in  every  meeting, 
in  every  challenge,  in  every  happen- 
mg. 

He  has  begun  to  realize  the  truth 
of  Martin  Buber's  words,  "Man  does 
not  approach  the  divine  by  reaching 
beyond  the  human,  but  by  becoming 
human."  But  Paul  went  beyond  that. 
We  become  truly  and  deeply  human, 
rot  by  struggling  for  integrity,  but 
by  accepting  the  gift  of  humanity 


made  possible  in  Christ  Jesus.  It  is 
because  "God  spared  not  his  own 
Son"  that  we  are  able  to  enter  into 
oin*  own  humanity,  and  so  to  become 
"brethren"  with  Christ. 

Respond  to  God  in  the  Present  Hour 
As  we  face  the  uncertainties  of 
another  year,  let  us  recall  the  prayer, 
"Eternal  God,  who  committest  unto 
us  the  swift  and  solemn  trust  of 
life,  so  that  we  know  not  what  a  day 
may  bring  forth  but  only  that  the 
hour  for  serving  thee  is  always  pres- 
ent." When  a  man's  chief  ambition 
is  to  respond  to  God  in  the  present 
hour,  he  is  wonderfully  hberated 
from  anxiety  about  the  future.  When 
he  seeks  to  make  himself  available  to 
God  and  opens  his  present  life  to 
God's  purpose,  then  his  existence, 
whether  it  be  penurious  or  prosper- 
ous, grave  or  gay,  is  rescued  from 
triviality  and  from  that  enervating 
aimlessness  which  has  plunged  so 
many  into  the  excesses  of  sin.  We 
might  say  that  every  sinful  action  is 
a  human  and  misguided  attempt  to 
put  purpose  into  life.  The  best  news 
of  1963  is  that  none  of  us  needs  to  in- 
vent a  purpose;  it  has  been  gloriously 
revealed  to  us  in  the  career  and 
character  of  Christ,  and  all  we  are 
called  to  do  is  to  respond  to  that 
purpose. 

Joseph  Parker  used  to  point  out 
that  there  is  only  one  word  missing 
from  the  catalog  of  calamities  and 
events  that  cannot  wrench  us  out  of 
God's  steadfast  love.  That  word  is 
sin,  our  rebellious  refusal  to  live 
upon  the  resources  which  God  has 
made  available  to  us  in  Christ  Jesus. 
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Almighty  God,  we  give  thee  our 
deepest  thanks  for  the  gift  of  thy 
Son,  Jesus  Christ,  our  Lord  and 
Savior.  He  came  into  this  world — 
a  world  bewildered  and  sinful,  a 
world  broken  and  distressed — and  he 
brought  light  and  life  and  love. 
Through  his  incarnation  thou  hast 
revealed  thyself  to  us  and  we  know 
that  thou  art  near,  that  that  art 
not  far  from  any  one  of  us,  that  we 
know  what  thou  art  like '  through 
him.  May  the  Christ  who  was  born  in 
Bethlehem  be  born  in  us  today,  O 
God.  We  repent  of  sin  and  open  the 
door  of  our  hearts  to  let  him  in. 
In  Jesus'  holy  name.  Amen. 

Holy  Father,  like  the  Wise  Men 
of  old  we  see  the  Star  of  Bethlehem 
shining  in  the  sky — not  a  physical 
star  but  a  star  of  faith  and  we  would 
follow  it.  Let  its  radiant  light  of 
peace  and  love  and  joy  shine  upon 
us.  We  are  thine  and  our  wish  is  to 
be  obedient  to  thee;  we  want  to  know 
thy  holy  will.  And  like  the  Wise  Men 
we  bring  our  best  to  thee  as  we  bow 
before  thee  in  worship — we  bring 
our  gifts  of  gold  or  substance,  of 
frankincense  or  influence,  of  myrrh 
or  sacrifice.  Through  Jesus  Christ  our 
Lord.  Amen. 

God  of  the  Years,  come  into  our 
hearts  today.  Help  us  to  forget  the 
past,  our  mistakes,  our  sins,  our  fail- 
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ures.  And  give  us  the  forward  look 
— a  pressing  on  toward  finer  living, 
toward  purer  living,  toward  a  greater 
fellowship  with  Jesus  Christ  who  has 
said  he  would  be  with  us.  May  this 
divine  companionship  with  our  Lord 
make  us  humble  yet  brave,  obedient 
yet  self-reliant,  thy  slave  and  yet  thy 
child.   In  Jesus'  holy  name.   Amen. 

O  God,  we  need  thee.  We  have  lost 
our  way.  The  temptations  and  per- 
plexities of  the  world  are  too  great 
for  our  Uttle  minds  and  perverted 
wills.  We  cannot  cope  with  sin  and 
darkness  alone.  We  find  we  have  left 
thee  out  of  our  lives  and  out  of  our 
plans.  Therefore  we  come  in  penitent 
confession  of  sin,  asking  thee  to  take 
over  our  lives  and  guide  us.  Show  us 
thy  way.  Help  us  through  the  Bible, 
through  thy  Holy  Spirit,  through  a 
Christian  conscience,  through  wor- 
ship, through  life  around  us  to  hear 
thy  voice  and  see  the  gleam  of  a  bet- 
ter life  and  respond  to  the  challenge 
to  walk  with  thee  all  our  days.  In 
Jesus'  name.  Am,en. 

Heavenly  Father,  we  know  what  is 
right.  Thou  hast  taught  us  the  way 
of  love — that  we  are  to  love  thee  with 
all  our  heart,  soul,  strength  and 
mind;  and  that  we  are  to  love  our 
neighbor  as  ourself .  But  the  doing  of 
it — oh,  God,  give  us  the  strength  to 
do  it.  Amen. 


BRIEF  NEWS  ITEMS 


At  a  dinner  held  in  Niagara  Falls, 
Canada,  on  October  2,  Dr.  James 
Mutchmor,  secretary  of  the  Board 
of  Evangelism  and  Social  Service 
of  the  United  Church  of  Canada, 
was  awarded  the  1962  Upper  Room 
Citation.  Guests  at  the  dinner  in- 
cluded Chaplain,  Maj  Gen,  Charles 
I.  Carpenter  (Retd)  and  Chaplain, 
Maj  Gen,  Robert  Taylor. 

This  next  decade  will  see  7,500,- 
000  high  school  dropouts;  and  by 
1970  not  more  than  5  percent  of  all 
available  jobs  will  be  of  the  unskilled 
variety,  so  reports  the  National  Edu- 
cation Association.  So  government, 
social  and  church  agencies  are  con- 
sidering what  their  responsibilities 
are  to  these  youth.  Some  answers 
are:  Urge  and  help  youth  stay  in 
school;  study  the  problem  in  each 
locality;  help  youth  make  the  best 
use  of  training  facilities  to  improve 
their  skills. 

The  Fountainhead,  mimeographed 
newspaper  of  the  U.S.  Army  Ammu- 
nition Dump,  Trois  Fontaines,  APO 
287,  U.S.  Forces,  has  a  good  article 
on  "Credit's  Easy  to  Get — And 
Often  Too  Easy."  It  urges  all  GIs 
to  know  what  the  credit  terms  are 
before  you  sign  on  the  dotted  line. 
"The  man  who  doesn't  know  the 
rules,  or  ignores  them,  can  end  up 
paying  much  more  than  he  thought 
he  would.  .  .  .  Many  successful  bor- 
rowers  have   found  that   a   savings 


program    can   work   hand   in   hand 
with  credit.  .  .  ." 

New  President  for  the  World 
Christian  Endeavor  Union  is  Bishop 
Clyde  W.  Meadows  of  Chambers- 
burg,  Pa.  He  succeeds  Dr.  Daniel 
Poling  who  has  been  president  for 
the  past  thirty-five  years.  Bishop 
Meadows  is  a  member  of  the  Church 
of  the  United  Brethren  in  Christ. 


S/Sgt  Robert  B.  Hill  is  Unit  Property 
Chief  of  the  Officers'  Basic  School 
Supply  Section,  MCS,  Quantico,  Va.  He 
is  a  member  of  the  Post  Judo  Team. 
Here  he  is  shown  fulfilling  duties  as 
Lay  Leader  at  Ebenezer  Methodist 
Church,  Garrisonville,  Va.,  where  he 
is  steward  and  serves  many  Commis- 
sions. 


Maj  and  Mrs.  Autrey  B.  Harmon 
congratulate  their  son,  Claud  T.  "Skip," 
for  receiving  the  Boy  Scout's  "God 
and  Country  Award"  at  Norfolk  Naval 
Shipyard  Chapel,  Va.  CDR  Arthur  W. 
Dennis,  CHC,  USN,  watches. 


Last  August  26,  Billy  Graham 
spoke  to  an  audience  of  35,000  at 
the  Redstone  Arsenal,  Ala. 

Nineteen  young  people  from  the 
U.S.A.  are  teaching  in  Africa  this 
year  under  a  new  "Teachers  Abroad 
Program"  of  the  Mennonite  Central 
Committee  (USA).  They  are  in 
schools  in  Tanganyika,  Kenya,  North- 
em  Rhodesia,  Nyasaland,  and  the 
Congo. 

CROP  (Christian  Rural  Overseas 
Program,  117  West  Lexington  Ave., 
Elkhart,  Ind.)  announces  the  follow- 
ing contributions:  25,000  bushels  of 
wheat  from  Oklahoma  wheat  farmers 
to  be  used  in  Algeria;  360  cases  of 
canned  pork  for  Hong  Kong;  20,000 
pounds  of  chopped  beef  to  Haiti. 
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One  out  of  five  high  school  and 
college  students  of  the  fifteen  and 
one-half  million  in  the  U.S.A.  is 
gainfully  employed.  Conservatively 
estimated,  these  students  earn  $48 
million  a  week. 

Elsa  Kruuse  of  the  National  Coun- 
cil of  Churches  reports  the  success 
of  the  Missionary  Training  Confer- 
ence for  newly  appointed  mission- 
aries, doctors,  nurses,  Church  World 
Service  workers,  and  technicians 
who  are  going  overseas.  The  con- 
ference was  held  at  Drew  University 
in  Madison,  NJ.,  for  eight  weeks 
during  July  and  August,  1962. 
Candidates  learned  of  geography, 
history  and  social  development  in 
each  country;  how  to  study  the 
language;  and  the  forces  and  ten- 
sions and  movements  in  the  non- 
Western  world. 

Last  October  21,  World  Order 
Sunday,  the  National  Council  of 
Churches  called  upon  all  Americans 
to  rededicate  themselves  "in  Chris- 
tian faith  to  discovering  the  facts  of 
international  life"  and  to  "make 
more  effective  contributions  toward 
a  world  of  larger  justice,  freedom, 
and  peace." 

The  Bible  was  the  world's  most 
translated  book  in  1960,  according 
to  figures  hsted  in  the  latest  edition 
of  Index  Translafionum,  published 
annually  by  UNESCO.  Wm.  Shake- 
speare's comedies  and  tragedies  were 
the  most  translated  works  of  litera- 
ture by  a  single  author,  while  Vla- 
dimir I.  Lenin  was  the  most  trans- 
lated author.  Among  writers  of  fie- 


tion,  Leo  Tolstoy  and  Jules  Verne 
are  tied  for  second  place,  while 
Agatha  Christie  and  Feodor  Do- 
stoevski are  tied  for  third. 

Max  Levin,  M.D.,  writing  in  the 
March,  1962,  issue  of  Current  Medi- 
cal Digest  says:  "It  is  a  tragedy  for 
our  culture  that  sex  is  associated  in 
so  many  minds  with  smut  and  filth. 
Li  a  happy  marriage  the  sexual  har- 
mony of  man  and  wife  deepens  their 
devotion  to  each  other  and  strength- 
ens the  bond  between  them.  It  forti- 
fies the  home  they  have  established 
for  their  children.  Anything  that 
makes  children  more  secure  cannot 
be  evil  or  dirty.*' 

SS  Hope,  hospital  ship,  is  on  its 
second  mission  of  mercy,  bringing 
medical  treatment  and  training  to 
the  people  of  Peru.  The  vessel  may 
visit  other  Latin  American  nations 


also  before  the  end  of  the  year.  Last 
year  when  Hope  visited  southeast 
Asia,  28,000  patients  were  treated 
and  hundreds  of  native  doctors  and 
nurses  trained. 

A  new  public  service  mass-media 
organization  began  last  August  in 
Washington,  D.C. — the  Educational 
and  Religious  Radio  and  Television 
Association,  Inc.  It  is  a  national,  in- 
dependent, non-profit  corporation  for 
developing  and  distributing  top 
quality  educational  and  religious  ma- 
terials for  use  in  the  mass  media — 
television,  radio,  audio-visual  and 
published  materials.  The  Associa- 
tion's most  successful  project  thus 
far  has  been  Bible  courses  taught  by 
television  by  Dr.  Edward  W.  Bau- 
man  of  American  University. 

Send  us  news  direct  from  the  field 
about  your  imit. 


Part  of  the  137  children  that  graduated  from  Vacation  Bible 
School,  Beaumont  General  Hospital,  El  Paso,  Tex.  Chaplain 
(Capt)  John  H.  Kuespert  acted  as  supervisor  of  the  school  and 
staff  of  twenty-four  teachers.  Theme  was  "Patriots  for  Christ,** 
w^ith  emphasis  on  God  and  country. 
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Dec.  2.  First  Sunday  in  Advent.  Advent,  of  course,  is  the  season  prior 
to  Christmas  and  a  period  of  preparation  for  Christmas.  It  always  begins 
on  the  Sunday  nearest  St.  Andrew's  Day,  November  30,  and  lasts  four 
weeks  preceding  Christmas. 

Dec.  2-9.  Universal  Bible  Week.  Emphasis  upon  the  Bible  as  the  book  of 
life  and  its  use.  Sponsored  by  the  American  Bible  Society,  450  Park 
Ave.,  New  York  29,  N.Y. 

Dec.  7.  Pearl  Harbor  Day. 

Dec.  9.  Universal  Bible  Sunday.  Also  Second  Sunday  in  Advent. 

Dec.  10.  Nobel  Festival.  Purpose:  "Ceremonial  presentation  of  Nobel  Prizes 
in  Stockholm,  Sweden,  and  Oslo,  Norway."  Nobel  prizes  were  established 
by  Alfred  Nobel,  a  Swedish  chemist  and  inventor  of  dynamite.  He  left 
more  than  nine  milHon  dollars,  the  income  of  which  was  to  be  divided 
five  ways  and  prizes  given  annually  in  each  of  five  fields:  physics,  chem- 
istry, physiology  (or  medicine),  fiterature,  and  peace.  The  prizes  were 
first  awarded  Dec.  10,  1901,  the  fifth  anniversary  of  Nobel's  death. 

Dec.  10-16.  Human  Rights  Week. 

Dec.  15.  Bill  of  Rights  Day.  The  Bill  of  Rights  was  ratified  on  December 
15,  1791. 

Dec.  16.  Third  Sunday  in  Advent.  Also  Quarterly  Temperance  Sunday. 

Dec.  17.  Aviation  Day.  First  successful  flight  of  the  Wright  brothers. 

Dec.  19.  Washington's  encampment  at  Valley  Forge. 

Dec.  22.  Forefathers'  Day.  Landing  of  the  Pilgrims. 

Dec.  23.  Fourth  Sunday  in  Advent. 

Dec.  23.  Annual  Christmas  Pageant  in  Washington,  D.C. — through  Dec.  31. 
Purpose:  "To  provide  means  of  expression  to  all  Americans  of  all  creeds 
and  color,  to  dramatize  the  Christmas  message.  Peace  on  Earth  toward 
men  of  Good  Will." 

Dec.  24.  Christmas  Eve. 

Dec.  25.  CHRISTMAS  DAY.  Literally,  Christ's  Mass,  the  celebration  of  the 
birth  of  Christ.  December  25  was  established  in  the  fourth  century, 
although  scholars  generally  are  agreed  that  Christ  was  not  born  in  the 
dead  of  winter.  Would  the  shepherds  be  out  on  the  hillside?  Would 
not  their  flocks  be  in  the  folds?  A  more  fikely  date  would  be  April  25. 
However,  the  day  doesn't  matter  as  long  as  we  pay  tribute  to  God  for 
the  great  fact  of  the  Incarnation! 

Dec.  27.  Gator  Bowl  Game.  Jacksonville,  Fla.  First  game:  1946. 

Dec.  27-Jaii.  1.  Fifth  National  Youth  Assembly.  Reformed  Church  in  America. 

Dec.  28.  Woodrow  Wilson  born.  1856. 

Dec.  30.  Sunday  after  Christmas. 

Dec.  31.  New  Year's  Eve.  Watchnight. 
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Throughout  this  issue  of  THE  LINK,  you  will  find  five  articles 
prepared  not  only  for  reading  but  for  group  discussion. 

1.  What  Shall  I  Do  with  My  Life?  {page  8) 
Bible  Material:  Acts  22:6-11 

Discuss  some  of  the  changes  that  have  come  in  business  and  in- 
dustry and  how  these  changes  affect  choices  of  a  career.  In  a  small, 
personal  group,  discuss  the  question  of  identity.  Perhaps  you  can 
help  one  another  appraise  your  talents.  What  are  some  challenging 
jobs  you  feel  qualified  to  undertake?  How  does  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ 
help  you  in  your  vocation? 

2.  Doing  the  Truth  (page  SI) 
Bible  Material:  Matthew  7:24-27 

What  does  the  expression  "doing  the  truth"  say  to  you  personally? 
In  your  life  and  in  the  kingdom  of  God  what  does  God  do  and  what 
do  you  do?  What  is  the  relation?  Jesus  began  his  preaching  with  the 
statement,  "The  kingdom  of  God  is  at  hand."  Is  this  still  true?  How? 

3.  Do  You  Want  to  Be  a  Minister?   (page  38) 
Bible  Material:  1  Timothy  3:1-7,  6-10 

What  is  a  call  to  the  ministry — is  it  seeing  a  miraculous  hght,  or 
is  it  seeing  a  great  need  and  responding  to  it  as  one  has  training  and 
aptitude  for  it?  Why  do  we  refer  to  the  chaplain  as  a  soldier  of  God? 
What  ministers  have  influenced  your  fife?  In  what  way? 

4.  Remember  Bethlehem  (page  49) 
Bible  Material:  Matthew  2:1-11 

Why  did  God  send  Jesus  into  the  world?  What  is  meant  by  incarna- 
tion? What  difference  does  Jesus  make  to  the  world — to  your  Hfe? 
How  should  we  as  Christians  celebrate  Christmas? 

5.  Thank  God  and  Take  Courage   (page  55) 
Bible  Material:  Romans  8:28-39 

Do  you  think,  even  when  conditions  are  distressing,  we  can  say, 
"Thank  God  and  take  courage"?  Why?  What  did  Paul  say?  How 
should  we  face  the  New  Year? 
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Oxford  Annotated  Bible.  Revised  Standard  Version.  Oxford  Univwrsity  Press.  417 
Fifth  Ave.,  New  York  16,  N.Y.  $7.95. 

Holman  Study  Bible.  Revised  Standard  Version.  A.  J.  Holman  Co.,  1222-26  Arch 
St,  Philadelphia  5,  Pa.  $8.95. 

Wo  have  just  been  celebrating  the  tenth  anniversary  of  the  Revised  Standard 
Version  of  the  Bible  (see  article  in  October,  1962,  LINK  by  J.  Carter  Swaim). 
Thomas  Nelson  &  Sons,  because  they  advanced  funds  necessary  to  make  the  new 
translation,  had  the  exclusive  right  to  publish  RSV  for  ten  years.  This  decade 
has  now  ended  and  five  other  finns  have  joined  Nelson  as  publishers. 

The  two  Bibles  above  have  come  for  review.  Both  are  reference  Bibles;  each 
has  several  general  articles  by  well-known  scholars  as  well  as  introductory 
articles  to  each  book  of  the  Bible.  In  each  case  the  type  is  very  readable.  The 
Holman  Bible  has  a  191-page  concordance  in  the  back.  Each  Bible  has  a  set 
of  maps. 

As  a  study  Bible,  the  RSV  is  far  superior  to  the  King  James  Version.  A  copy 
of  one  of  these  Bibles  would  indeed  make  an  excellent  Christmas  gift. 

A  Theological  Word  Book  of  the  Bible.  Edited  by  Alan  Richardson.  The  Mac- 
millan  Co.,  60  Fifth  Ave.,  New  York  11,  N.Y.  A  paperback.  $1.95. 

This  is  a  paperback  edition  of  the  hard  cover  book  issued  in  1950.  It  contains 
230  articles  bringing  the  resources  of  modem  scholarship  to  bear  on  the  meaning 
of  key  words  of  the  Bible.  Articles  are  by  distinguished  British  scholars,  for  the 
most  part.  It  is  a  tribute  to  the  modem  printing  industry  that  one  can  get  so 
much  help  on  the  Bible  for  so  small  a  price. 

Jenny  Lind  by  Gladys  Denny  Schultz.  J.  B.  Lippincott  Co.,  E.  Washington  Sq., 
Philadelphia  5,  Pa.  $6.50. 

Jenny  Lind  was  probably  the  most  famous  and  adored  personality  of  the 
nineteenth  century.  Her  magnificent  voice  made  her  one  of  the  outstanding 
singers  of  all  time.  The  woman  whom  Hans  Christian  Andersen  loved  and  who 
was  a  friend  of  Felix  Mendelssohn  and  Queen  Victoria  was  an  outstanding  Chris- 
tian. She  used  to  seek  a  private  place  of  prayer  before  each  concert  and  pray: 
"O,  Lord,  let  me  ring  true  tonightl  Let  me  ring  truel"  Mrs.  Schultz  has  had  access 
to  newly  discovered  materials  in  writing  this  biography;  and  she  has  written  a 
sensitive  story  about  a  great  artist  who  was  always  ready  to  share  her  voice  and 
her  money  with  those  less  fortunate. 

Portrait  of  India  by  Bradford  Smith.  J.  B.  Lippincott  Co.  address  above.  $5.95. 
A  vivid  book.  The  reader  becomes  immersed  in  the  colors,  sights  and  sounds 
of  India.  The  author  shows  us  how  India  looks  today  and. feels  from  within. 
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Wants  Scries  on  Twelve  Apostles 

Enclosed  is  my  check  for  $2.50  for  a  year's  subscription  to  THE  LINK.  I 
would  like  this  to  be  retroactive  to  January  as  I  remember  reading  you  were 
doing  a  series  on  the  Twelve  Apostles  and  I  would  like  to  have  the  complete  series. 

— Mrs.  J,  J.  Kleupfer,  503  Wilson,  JopUn,  Mo. 

Articles  and  Features  Inspiring 

Just  a  short  note  to  thank  you  for  your  wonderful  magazine.  Our  Australian 
services  do  not  publish  anything  quite  like  THE  LINK  and  thanks  to  our 
chaplain's  thoughtfuhaess,  we  receive  all  issues  at  this  base.  Your  articles  and 
features  are  very  inspiring  for  Christians  in  service  life.  I  find  great  spiritual  value 
and  interesting  reading  from  cover  to  cover.  May  God  bless  you  in  your  good 
works. 

—Fit  Lt  Lloyd  D.  Knight,  No.  36  (T)   Sqn.,  RAAF  Base, 
Richmond,  N.S.W.,  Australia. 

Requests  for  Free  Copies 

Many  requests  for  THE  LINK  come  to  this  office  via  our  regimental  and 
battalion  chaplains.  The  Base  Protestant  Chapel  Fund  subscribes  in  quantity  for 
limited  distribution  in  base  chapels.  No  provision  is  made  for  distribution  in  the 
Division  areas,  nor  are  there  funds  available  for  such  coverage  of  your  excellent 
magazine  for  service  personnel.  If  there  are  cases  where  THE  LINK  is  distributed 
without  charge,  please  give  2nd  Marine  Division  consideration, 

— CDR  J.  C.  Vincer,  Chaplain,  U.S.  Navy,  2nd  Marine  Division,  FMF, 
Camp  Lejeune,  N.C. 

Mobile  Construction  Battalion  FIVE  no  longer  has  a  chapel  or  chapel  funds 
as  we  are  in  the  field.  If  you  would  be  able  to  send  us  free  copies  of  this 
fine  magazine  during  this  interim,  we  would  greatly  appreciate  it. 

— LCDR  J.  K.  Bontrager,  CHC,  USN,  U.S.  Naval  Mobile  Construction  Bn.  Five, 
FPO,  San  Francisco,  CaHf. 

I  am  a  circuit  rider  for  Air  Defense  Command  Radar  Sites.  I  can  use  any 
religious  Hterature  you  have  available  without  cost.  I  do  not  have  access  to 
chapel  funds. 

— Chaplain,  Capt.,  Lewis  H.  Evans,  Hq.  Montgomery  Air  Defense  Sector, 
USAF,  Gunter  Air  Force  Base,  Ala. 

( These  are  samples  of  the  many  requests  we  receive.  And  we  try  to  honor  them 
and  provide  for  some  copies  of  THE  LINK  free.  We  hope,  however,  that 
land-based  chapels  and  others  with  funds  who  can  assist  will  help  us  pay  the 
printing  bill  for  THE  LINK.  God  bless  you.  EDITOR) 
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At  Ease! 


"I've  got  lots  of  manners.  I  even  got 
some  I  haven't  used  yet!" 


A  man  was  buying  a  fountain  pen 
for  his  son's  Christmas  present. 

"It'll  be  a  surprise,  I  suppose," 
said  the  clerk. 

"I'll  say  it  will,"  replied  the 
father.  "He's  expecting  a  convertible 
coupe." 

Santa  Claus:  "The  elusive  visitor 
who  comes  through  the  hole  in  the 
chimney  and  leaves  through  the  hole 
in  your  pocket." 

Ability  is  the  power  to  do  some 
special  thing  like  speaking  several 
languages  or  keeping  your  mouth 
shut  in  one. 


Christmas  greeting  from  a  man  to 
his  best  girl:  "You  are  a  dear,  sweet 
girl.  May  God  bless  you  and  keep 
you.  I  wish  I  could  afford  to." 

I  work  like  blazes  every  day  to 
keep  the  family  checkbook  going; 
scrimp  a  little  here  and  there  for 
Christmas  buying.  Shop  'mid  mobs. 
Put  up  a  tree.  Wrap  gifts  'til  mid- 
night! 

And  what  happens?  Some  pot- 
bellied little  guy  from  the  North 
Pole  who's  too  lazy  to  shave  gets 
all  the  credit  from  my  kids. 

Husband  to  wife:  "You  know  what 
our  children  think  of  as  stocking 
fillers — Httle  things,  hke  miniature 
cameras  and  pocket  radios." 

George  Gobel's  advice  to  last- 
minute  Christmas  shoppers:  "Get  a 
five-pound  box  of  money,  gift- 
wrapped." 

The  college  sophomore  was  ex- 
pounding her  idea  of  a  perfect  mate. 
"The  man  I  marry  must  shine  in 
company,  be  musical,  tell  jokes,  sing, 
dance  and  stay  home." 

Her  boy  friend  was  a  little  skepti- 
cal. "What  you  want,"  he  said,  "is 
a  TV  set." — Montreal  Star,  Canada. 

The  artist  was  showing  his  pic- 
tures to  a  friend.  "Now  here's  a 
picture;  one  of  my  best,  too.  When  I 
started  out  I  had  no  idea  what  it 
was  going  to  be." 

His  friend  looked  puzzled.  "Tell 
me,  after  you  got  through,  how  did 
you  find  out  what  it  was?" — Montre- 
al Star,  Canada. 
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